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SONGS. 


PART THE FIRST. 

A JOURNAL OF THE SUN. 

Day breaks ! O'er yon bars of deep purple, 
(Cloud'purple,) comes soaring the Dawn ; 
O'er mountains that lift their black shoulders 
’Twixt Night and the Morn : 

And yonder, high-tossing his antlera 
In play or in scorn, 

Stonds the stag, and beside him outstretching 
His limbs is the fawn. 

How lightly he springs o'er the heather ! 

How lazily slumber the kliie ! 

How still are the old giant forests ! 

And, above, how divine 
Is the Sun 1—He awak^ in a glory : 

His patli is arrayM '' 

With hues like tlie flush of the rainbow : 

He scatters the shade— ^ 

He has scatter'd the dews and the vapours, 
Where'er hekthas trod ; 

And now he uncloudeth hts beauty,— 

AU over a God ! 

He moves ;—he goes forth on his journey 
From morning to night * 

AU 'round him the circle of azure 
la swimming in light. 
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Below, nil the waters are sparkling ; 

All earth is awake : 

The lark in the ether is singing, 

The thnish in the brake ; 

But He hastes,—high away to the zenith ; 

Clouds—shadows—they fly ; 

High,—higher, - ho touches—he treads on 
The arch of the sky ! 

’Tis Noon ! He outpoureth his splendour: 
The might of his ray 

Strikes dumb the bold Spirits that laligh’d 
In the dawn of the day : 

The soldier is conquer’d ; his weapons 
Beside him are laid : 

Toil ceases ; the horse and the rider 
Are seeking the shade! 

Doth he pause t—No: already his Inistre 
Is far in the West: 

But he calms the fierce beams, as he neareth 
The isles of the Bless’d. 

Still swift,—like the eagle pursuing 
The falcon in flight. 

He msheth adown the deep azure, 

Now followed by Night. 

Shapes rise from the Ocean to greet him : 

They curtain his bed ; 

Gold-ting’d, like the eye of the topaz ; 

Blujh-colonr’d ; blood-red; 

Such blue as the amethyst hides 
In the depths of her breast 
And thus,-in the bosom of beaaty} 

Me sinks to his rest 1 
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AUTUMN VERSES. 


Thr Summer past, what drt'ains ai^ over ! 
The incenae of the air hath fled : 

The carpets of the golden meadows 
Arc tom by tempesla, shred hy slired : 
The rose hath lost her fi*aKranee ; 

The lily haiij^s her head,— 

Deadj-^ead I 

Sounds are in the earth and ether, 

Sobs and murmurs half divine ; 

Blasts beyond Man^s puny power 
Hock the branches of the pine : 

Yet one sweet thought bloonieth 
Throuj;h the stormy time,— 

That thy heart is mine, 

And mine ~thine ! 

Shout, ye Winds and Thunders t 
Pour your floods of i;b»otii 1 
AM must end in sniihliine ! 

That is still your doom > 

When the maidens May and Apnl, 

In their verdant loom, 

Weave bud and bloom. 

So, tlirough wild November, 

And December’s snow, 

I will dream of l>eauty. 

Till the violets blow ; 

And, shouUl pain beset me, 

In this world below, 

Thon aft near, I know,— 

1 know !—/ know 1 
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I AND MY DREAM. 


Once I wandered wiUi * Dream. 

Where eVr I went, by wood or stream, 
On sunny days, hi stormy woatiier, 

My dream and 1 were still together. 

When I was young my dream was young, 
And when I on my mother hung 
With schoohhoy eyes that run in streams, 
How mournful was my dream of dreams 1 
So rail Time! 


And when, at lost, 

1 grew into a youth, and cast 
My cradle pleasui'es half aside, 

And rose from tears to lilushiiig pride. 

Ever did my dream and 1 
Together like two lovers wander, 

And sometimes sigh and sometimes ponder, 
(ii*aver than in infancy ;— 

My dream, meu told mo, never true 1 
Yet,—so it.was, we grew, and grew, 

Each loving now a sterner theme, 

More subtle thoughts, more bold opinioi.s, 
Whilst higher in the lieaveiily blue, 
OiiciiHer, more ambitious pinions, 

«Vcu(d rise—and rise—my dream I 

My dream, they said, was never true. 

And yet 1 dreamM of Truth—of things 
Beyond the circling of the spheres, 

Of haunts wherein the angel sings 
For ever to Almighty ears. 

Beyond tlie clouds,—beyond tho thunder, 
Beyoml the planets over head, 

Impetuous, danng, wild wiili wonder. 

My dream and 1 together fled : — 

Fled,—but soon returnM to earth, 
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Oar gentle home, our place of birth. 

Where still the unlearned poet dreams 
Of humble wrongs and household themes. 

Not starry.crowned, nor hid in steel, 

Not wandering on infernal shore. 

His simple Muse, content to feel 
What is and was, asks nothing more 
When her voice doth echo truly,— 

Nothing, save to touch us duly 
With the )^ness of her story:— 

This is ail her glory! 

And men say that thou art vain ?— 

Child of folly f—sinful Pain ?— 

No : they err, who thus arraign. 

No:—the God who giveth reason, 

Armed for a severer theme. 

In our sunny, soaring season. 

Crowns us with a dream ;— 

Bids us then drink in the sound 
Of tlie wild wind whispering round. 

Bids us lead the rose’s leaf 
For its moral, sweet and brief,— 

Bids us listen, as we walk 
By the murmuring of the sea. 

To the soft, sweet Muse’s talk 
Of all that was and is to be. 

True 1—ay, true ns are the 6owers, 

True as spring or winter min, ^ 

True as are the starry hours 
Are the children of the brain. 

Heed not from what cell unkitbwn 
The wild Imagination spruigs. 

Nor where the PhoCnbCXUrns alone. 

Nor where the dying cygnet sings ; 

The splendour of the stars is here. 

The music of the rain and wind. 

The song of birds, at eve and mom. 

The perfume witli the violet £om '.— 

Here, too, the Soul's creations,—clear 
Unto the willing mind. 
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The beauty and the worth of things 
Take not their couunun outward shape 
At all times, but will oft esoajie 
III subtler, airier forms and sounds. 
From the heart’s profonnder springs. 
And these, like visions shown of old 
To Prophets in the Hebrew days, 
Keveal not to the vain and cold 
Their nature, nor to vulgar gaze 
Appear with kind familiar eyes. 

Hut sliine alone on good and wise. 

—You and I were bom together, 

0 my love, my Dream ! 

You and 1 have sail'd together 
Adown Life’s stream. 

Through the sun and stormy weather 
We have laugh’d and wept together : 
Never did the wrath of June 
Harm us with its burning noon ; 

Never did the Winter’s rime 
(iliill us in our braver time. 

’fell me,—0 ye worldly Sages, 

Tailing all fur golden wages, 

I,awyers subtle, grave physieians, 

Skilful reckoners, sound logicians. 

What deem’d ye, in age or youth. 

The one great philosophic Truth I— 
What was still your aim ?— 

Love 1—or power 1—wealth 1—or fame I 
Tell me,—now that day is closing. 

And your ifiinds are calm,—reposing 
From the weary task of Life ; 

After all the storm and strife 
And the struggle in tlie stream, 

Tell me,—who hath aught beside him 
Titter tlian a dream 1 
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TO EDITH. 1845. 

Like thy first Sister, when her yeai-s were few, 

And Nature through her gentlest iustiuct taught, 
(Till Time tlie Soul’s bright pinions outward drew. 
And Reason with Imagination wrought,) 

May’st thou take note—as a good child should do. 
Of all things best in her, of deed and thought; 
May’st thou be prudent, wise, swcet-temper’d, true. 
Trustful, but by no specious error caught! 

God bless thee 1 May thy blameless life be hung 
With garlands of delight! May Peace, the dove, 
Dwell in thine heart, thro' long and prosperous days 
May Truth e’er warn thee with an angel's tongue I 
May Earth’s best children meet thy love with love ; 
.\nd Heaven smile on thee, in a tliousand ways ! 


MAN AND DEAST. 

In the field the beast feedetli. 

And the bird upon the bough 
Man manly thoughts breedeth ; 

You may read them on his brow : 

• 

There,—behind his eyes, are growing 
Wonders, shortly to bd born. 

See you not bis fancies flowing 
Over, like the light of mom! 

Sometimes, as a cloud doth travel 
O'er the blue, sweet, summer air, 
Sadder, graver thoughts are^floating. 
Shadowing what were else so lair. 



ZXlv ' SONGS. 

Shadowing I deepening'all the meaning 
That doth stream from out his brain 
Day and night, and soar and traverse 
All the worlds of joy and pain. 

Thought must bloom, whate’er his leisure ; 

You may read it on his brow :— 

All tliis time the beast is feeding. 

And the biivl upon the bough! 


TO THE AUTHOR OF EOTHEN. 

Ip I may choose (out of our travell’d bands) 

Friend or companion, to make bright the way ; 

Or draw the grandeur out from Orient lands. 
Where Libanus mounts up ami meets the day ; 

Or face, midst trackless, boundless, burning sands. 
The Desert Silence,—as it pants for prey ; 

Be thou—(O, author of Eothen)—mine; 

Who show’st, whate’er the region, stern or gay, 
Whate’er the scene,—life, death, sublime decay. 

For all fine things, an apprelieiision fine. 

’Tis well to ride abroad on the untamed waves ; 

To shoot the desert with the camel's speed ; 

To muse <fer discrown’d Egypt’s wondrous graves. 
And trace her story downwards, deed by deed ; 

Yet, half the lustre of our life were hid. 

Our travel idle, meditation nought, 

Without such friend to give back thought for thought. 
From waste and sea. mountain and nyramid' 
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A FAMILIAR EPISTLE TOjaOBERT ' 
BROWNING. 


St, Jehris Wood, Ju»«, 1S39. 
Brow.'iino, my friend, when will you come and unite 
Our clear suburban air !—We are imt graced 
Often by poets in this humble “ Wood 
Yet, wlien they come, by Pheebus ! we’re subdued 
To gratitude, which words but ill express. 

We welcome litem,—with shouts,—with songs ' Wo 
dress 

The fatted calf, and dainties rich beside : 

We shower forth summer sweets, our garden's pride ; 
And in June evenings, strawberries, mark! and cream. 
Which sootlie the sense like an Arcadian dream. 

Come dien, and taste; and laugh; and gather flowers! 
Make close acquaintance with the sunsliine hours ! 
Leave learned volumes : leave the sharp goosS-quill; 
Leave perilous thinking, and all kinds of ill. 

Waste not thy soul on books! If Learning be 
That delving, toiling, struggling Thing we see. 
Abandon it. Let's make sure frienil of Time ; 

And wander thro’ the fields, and talk in rural rhypie. 

I gander forth—in dreams!—until you come. 

Mush ! Hark !—1 hear the hum 
Of bees afar, borne on the golden air. 

0, Summer! who dost make our ea{-th thy care, 

I feel thy balm upon my forehead,—soft: 

J hear thy child the lark,—aloft,—aloft. 

Who never doth grow old :—He wins—he hath won 
New inspiration from tlie eternal Sim I 
I tread amongst a thousand sweets unseen, 

Boni of tlie flowery slopes, and woods, all meadows 
green. 

How fresh the daiided grass I I hear and bless 
The tiny people in each cool recess : 
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I ecent the south-wind thro’ the «vt)odbines blowing ; 

I see the river-waters rippling,—flowing,— 

Flashing along the valley to the sea : 

I hear ^e kinejowiiig around the lea ; 

And in the fruit-tree nigh the blackhird’s song ; 

Willie, hid in leaves, the thrush (of all the throng 
Sweetest) lets loose her silver wonis, and sends 
A message to the linnets near, her friends ; 

And the birds answer ; and in hedgerow hy 
The fleld-mouse listens with a glittering eye. 

Then rustles through the weeds, and straight is lost. 

—Come ! let ns seek, at whatsoever cost. 

The meads and hreatliing uplands of the Mom, 

Where every sound is soft, and sweet, and unforlom I 

ieiKim, IMfrSO. 

I have descended, since the above was writ. 

From my clear dwelling, and have come to sit 
My life out in this wilderness of stone. 

Alone I No, not alone ; 

But banded round hy some few friends, whose truth 
Shines dtill unquench’d as in our hiirning youth ; 

And by some later hearts who nut disilain 
To show me love, which 1 smile forth again. 

I dwell here; but we two will take a flight 
(When you come this way) to some aery height, 
SVhence we may gaze upon the Town below, 

And drink the venial breezes, as they flow 

From tlieir fresh fountains, soniewhem near tlie sun;— 


—What news !—( hear Uiat you are gone,—have won 
A bride, and dwell upon Italian ground,— 

Near Fiesole or Florence,—where the sound 
Of Amo, murmuring from his mountain springs, 
Conies daily by your door, 

And sings, and sings. 

At times, ^idst every-day familiar things,) 

Of the mighty dead,—once “ pacers of the shore:” 
Whose words have fill'd the echoing regions round, 

,Whose names are with the Stars, for evermore I 
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Well I—1 must send you, still, across the sea, 

A friend’s good wishes,—kind as kind may be, 

For happiness, for health, for wealth, for fame,— 
Though you ’re not one to play the golden game 
With Fortune,—rather you will pause and bend 
Thu laurel ’round the forehead of some friend, 
Ureaniing you are not hid in noble bays. 

Ay, praised by poets,—who too seldom praise! 

All good be thine I Thou'It win a name of might. 

So thou wilt but obey thy Genius duly ; 

i,ive ; labour ; do thy true Soul’s bidding tndy. 

Thro’ mom, and noon, and eve, and tlioughtful night f 
Clear be tliy dreams I thy lines like arrowy light ! 
Four out thy rich sweet numbers I Freely sing ! 

Soar freely, like the eagle strong of whig I 
Or, if needs be, descend 

Amongst the poor and those who have no friend I 
Into their cellar-homes seek thou tliy way, 

And lift their dark Romances into day I 

On lowly sent, without a fire, • 

The {wor girl-labourer sews and sings ; 

No fear has she : her sole desire 
I To hear the sound of Angel wings,— 

To hear, and with the Angels fly 
Unto her only home,—the sky. 

■ Upon the damp ground, fierce and drear, 

Tho worn-out workman father lies s 
His children cowering, hungering, near ; 

His wife with sad, sick, watciiful eyes!' 

No hope, no love, the suiferers feel; 

No fear,—save fur the morning’s meat. 

But, see!—An angel from above 
Doth (ever in female shape) descend ; 

To show that here still liveth Love ; % 

To show the friendless still a friend. 

Ah, poor and old 1—while she is there. 

Sick !—Suffeftrs 1—do not quite despair I 
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High in our list of duties,—high,—confess’d, 

Is th«t which bids us nurse niid (wisely) use 
The power which in us sosrs«boTe the rest. 

Turn, then, thine heart unto the gracious Muse, 

And tell ns all she prompts, of dai-k and bright: 

Out of her gloom bring forth clear shapes of light; 
Transiste for us her wild mysterious sounds ; 

Lead us beyond the proser’s narrow bounds. 

And show us how to reach the topmost heigiit I 

I, in my London home, droop o’er the fire, 

Perplex’d by many a vague and vain desire ; 
Imprison’d by the long day’s ceaseless toil, 

“ Of wearisome law-winding, roil on coil.” 

Such toil fills op my life. Sometimes, indeed,* 

When May casts off her cold, and summer seed 
Springs from tlie ground, sweetening the smiling air. 
My room can boa^ a flower,—one nursed with rare 
In some warm greenhouse, blue, blusli-luied, or white. 
Or redder than tlie sunset, when the light 
Of June along the evening ridges glows,— 

Geranium, lily, or the imperial rose. 

Still am I a prisoner here :—But Thou, —whose sign 
And symbol are the liberal Laurel wreath,— 

Claim’st for thyself and tliine 
The right to breathe 

The free air of the unconquered Apeniiine; 

The right to think—the right to move—to rest, 

Just as thou deemest best; 

And, more than all, the poet's power to roam, 

Yet never, never leave tliy happy Tuscan lioine. 

Oh ; o'er what scenes and space thy thoughts may run 
O’er all the years of Time— 

Tlie wondrous worlds of History—Fable—Uhyme— 
O'er all that Grief hath borne, and Love hath done— 
O’er all that Science, Valour, Worth, have won 
In every clime. 

From Western Ocean to the Orient Sun ! 

—And, then, that inner world, more wondraus still. 
Lies open to thy subtle searobing^kill; 
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And thou nis}'’8t well amume the Master's part, 
And once more force the living human heart 
To obey thy will; 

Yield up its secrets; bare its winding ways,— 

Its good,—its ill,—its passions all ablaze; 

Such as we read In Sebald, led astray 
By the fierce, loose, magnificent Ottima. 

And thou may’st pierce the caves where Fancy lies. 
And trace the Imagination as she flies 
From point to point, leaving on every height 
Her golden words and rich Aurorean light. 

Touch’d by her power, the slumberous Giant Soul, 
Prone in tlie desert, quits his ancient sleep, 
Transported into song beyond control. 

And sends her thoughts afar, in echoes deep. 

Over the sands and plains and wastes below :— 

For he who learns thus, not content to know, 
Burneth to spread his knowledge wide around ; 

Nor rests until he multiplies the sound, 

Ilepeating still the high heroic theme, 

Till future ages hear, and bless a poet's dream 1 

Would I could rise (with thee) on airier wing. 

And scale the enchanted regions ere I die. 

And hear that true song which the Muses sing 
At rooming, on their mountains near the sky, 

And there through starry evening listening lie. 
While the deep melodies are born, that flow 
From heivcnJy lips, teaching the world below 1— 
But idle wishes these I 3 

Although they servo to please 
And sqothe the humours of a waywgrd mind. 

My life is nearly spent, and left behind ; 

And what remains is brief, and weak, and old: 
Therefore I call on Thee, a Spirit bold. 

And able to maintain the poet's gage. 

To stamp thy fame, in lines of burning gold, 

Upon the page 

Of everlasting adamant, where lie 
The few great names which Memory 
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Has rescued from the oblivious deep Abyss ! 

—Spurn not good counsel, even in voree like this. 
Summon thy spirit! Grasp thine anna,—(the best) 
Plunge in the strife,—and Fate will do the rest. 


THE SURGEON’S TALE. 


’Tw*S on a dark December evening; 

Loud the blast, and hitter cold ; 
Downwards came the whirling waters; 

Deep and black the river roll’d : 

Not a dog beneath the tcm|>vst! 

Not a beggar upon his beat! 

Wind and Rain, and Cold and Darkness, 
Swept through every desert street. , 

Muffled to the teeth, that evening 
I was struggling in the atonn. 

Thro’ pestilent lanes and hungry alleys: 

Suddenly,—an Ancient Form 
Peered from out a gloomy doorway. 

And witli trembling croak, it said— 

“ In the left-hand empty garret 
You will find a woman—dead, 
c 

“ Never stepped a finer creature, 

When alia was a simple maid ; 

But she did like many others.— 

Loved a man, and was lietrayed, 

I have seen her in her carriage. 

Diamonds flaming in her hair ; 

And I've seen her starving (starving. 

Do you hear 1) and now— aht '» there / ** 

Up the worn and slipiwry stair 
Witli a (|aickened pulse 1 sprung ; 
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Famine, filth, and mean despair 
Kound about the darkiiesa hiuig : 

No kind vision met my glances, 

Frieild or helper of the poor, 

' So tl»e crazy room I enter’d. 

And look’d down upon the floor! 

There,—on the rough and naked boards, 

A long, gaunt, wasted figure lay. 

Murder’d in its youth by Hunger; 

All its beauty—wrinkled clay 1 
Life’s poor wants had left her notliing; 

Clotlies nor fuel,—food nor bed ; 

AfotWnff,—save some ragged letters 
Whereon lay the ghastly head. 

• • • 

“ Nothing !”—yet what more could Pity 
Crave, for one about to die, 

Than sweet words from one she worship]i'd,— 
(Sweet, tliough every word a lie) ! 

In the morning of her pleasure. 

In the midnight of her pain. 

They were all;—her wealth, her comfort; 

Treasured,—ay, and not in vain. 

And with her they now lie mouldering ; 

And a date upon a atone 
Telloth where (to end the story) 

Love's po<ir Outcast sleeps alone! 

Mourn not; for at length she slee Ah 
The soft slumber of the Demi; 

Ke.sting on her loved-love-letUirs, 

Last, tit pillow for her head! 
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SiNQ a low song! 

A tender cradling measure, soft and low, 

Not sad nor long. 

But such as we remember long ago. 

When Time, now old, was flying 
Over tlie sunny seasons, bright and fleet. 
And the red rose was lying ■ 

Amongst a crowd of flowers ^1 too sweet. 

Sing'o’er the bier! 

The Iwll is swinging in the time-worn tower: 

He’s gone who late was here. 

As fresh a.s manhood in its lustiest hour. 

A sung to each brief season. 

Winter and shining Summer, doth belong, 
Fur some sweet human re:i8on,— 

O’er cradle or the cofiin still a song. 


FLOWERS. 


OiuB friend, love well the flowers! Flowers are the 
sign 

Of Earth's all gentle love, her grace, her youth. 

Her endle.s% matchless, tender gratitude. 

When the sun smiles on thee,—why, thou art glad : ' 
But when on Earth he smfletli, She bursts forth 
lu Ijeauty like a Sride, and gives him back. 

In sweet repayment for his warm bright love, 

A world of flowers. Yon may see them bom 
On any day in April, moist or dry. 

As bright as toe the Heavens tliat look’on them ; 

Some sown like stars upon the greenswanl ; some 
As yellow as the sunrise ; others red 
As day is when he sets; reflecting thus, 

^ pretty moods, tlie bounties of the sky. 
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—And now, of all fair flowers, which lov’st thou best I 
The Bose I She is a Queen,—more wondetful 
Than any who have bloomed on Orient thrones : 
Sabsesn Empress I in her breast, though small. 

Beauty and infinite Sweetness sweetly dwell, 

Inextricable. Or dost dare prefer 

The Woodbine, for her fragrant summer breath! 

Or Primrose, who dotli haunt the liours of Spring, 

A wood-nymph, brightening places lone and green ) 

Or Cowslip I—or the virgin Violet,— 

That nun, who nestling in her cell of leaves, * 
Shrinks from the world in vain 1 

Yet, wherefore choose, when Nature doth not choose} 
Our mistress, our preceptress ,—She brings forth 
Her broods with equal care; loves all alike; 

And to the meanest ns the greatest yields 
Her sunny splendours and Iier fruitful rains. 

Love all flowers, then. Be sure that wisdom lies 
In every leaf and bloom ; o’er hills and dales, 

^d tliymy mountains ; sylvan solitudes; 

l^ere sweet-voiced waters sing the long year through t 

In every haunt beneath the eh-rnal Sun, 

Where Youth or Age sends forth its silent prayer. 

Or thoughtful Meditation deigns to stray. 


THE WIFE’S SONG. 


Foroet not I Thou didst breathe a vow. 
That aye with the dewy evening star 
Thy heart would seek its home, and thou 
Wouldst love and bless us from afar. 
Behold, the evening star doth shine. 

Thy flower, the rose, is dewy wet; 

I and thy children (thine and mine) 
Forget tliee notdost t/iou lorget I 
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Forget not, husband of mjr lieart! 

The words thou left’st have been a charm : 
They dried our tears when we did part. 

They kept—they keep us still, from barm. 
“ To Ime and toon return, to me "— 

Those words they soothe my spirit yet. 

Ah ! she who gave her life to thee 
Forgets thee not;—dost thou forget 1 


SONG. 


Ip Life be ever pleasant, 

’Tis in merry hours like this. 

When the wine is old and sound. 

And the laugli is running round; 
When each maiden mouth discloses 
Buds of pearl in l)eds of roses, 

Roses that we fain would kiss. 

If Life be ever gloomy, 

'Tis as when we, long ago. 

Saw the friend we loved so well, 

Swiftly borne to debtor’s cell; 

*And not one of us could lend him 
Gold or silver, or befriend him ; 
Scarce had time to soothe his woe. 

Ah! Life has many changes. 

Sunny seasons, winter rains ; 

So let 'h pluck the Summer flower. 
Bravely front the frowning hour. 
Cherish all who’d fain befriend us, 
Whetlier good or ill attend us. 

Long as life remains. 
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A PARTIE CARRIE. 

Boys, His little I care to dine 
Where the host is vain and the guests are 6ne, 
Where the wines are warm and the dishes cold, 
And the mutton is young, and the spinsters old. 
Bettor a humble meal, I say ; 

So give me an honest Partie Carree. 

Draw the curtains, and shut the door ! 

Here we are, jolly gtiod fellows four ; 

The turbot is linn, and the joint is brown, 

Cut fi*om a six-year-old South-down : 

Tender the groust*, and not forgot 
A tart of the delicate apricot. 

Now for a glass of the foaming win*"*, 

Due sliotild tlnnk (a little) wheneVr we dine ; 
And, pr’ythee, admire this amber star ; 

Sir, this is London particular 
After the cloth away, I trow, 

There’s nought like a bottle of black Bordeaux. 

So, let a simple life be mine, 

Always ^vith threv brave boys to dine. 

At supper, indeed, one would rather sip 
Nectar drawn from a tender lip ; ^ 

But at dinner, spread at the close of day, 

Give me a hearty Partic Carn’e. 


LOVE SONG. 

Sit near, sit near ! I kiss thy lips. 
Ripe, richer than the crimson cherry* 
Girl, canst thou love me in eclipse t 
Tell me, and bid my soul be merry. 
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My light i* dim, my fortunfl fled ; 

I ’V8 nothing,—save my love for tliee. 

Give back thy love, or 1 am dead— 

A word,—while I can hear,—and see ! 

Sit nearer,—near ! I kiss thine eyes ; 
There,—where the white lids part usniider. 
1 love thee,—dost thou hear my sighs 1 
Love tliee beyond tlio world, tliou Wondei 1 

My Life is spent: 1 ’ve nothing left 
To tender now, 8.avo Love’s dear duty: 

Ah, let me—of all else bereft— 

Feed, until death, upon thy beauty I 
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Lkt who will go mad for glory. 

Kingly power, a gaudy tomb. 

But be mine, a humbler story. 

Happy life, and a quiet doom ; 

Whilst Ilive, no hate, no fears ; 

When 1 die,—a few soft tears ! 

What care I for the cry that ringeth 
Thro^h the camps of conquer'd foes ; 
What for the bloody fame that springeth 
From a brave man’s dying throes : 
Pastoral mfisic,—sweet rose bowers. 
Words of love, be mine—bo ours ! 

Love me, then, and let thy beauty 
(Brighter for a touch of pain) 

Bind me to a life-long duty. 

Stronger far tlian iron chain. 

For my famer,—ah ! let it rest, 

Hid, for ever, in thy breast I 
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Mr Roal is oinking 
To doep re|M>se. 

Friends, eonie around me 
At Life's dark close. 

No bell be sounding. 

No tears nbonnding; 

1 leave bebiiKl me 
The world’s sad woes. 

Soft smiles attend me 
Whene'er I Hy— 

Good prayers befriend me. 
From earth and sky. 
Sweet hearts be near me ; 
Kind angels bear me : 

A sound I—Tliey call lUe! 
I die,—I die ! 


THE COMPLAINT OF AN OUTLYING 
CUltlSTIAN. 

Winter is all around. 

With its hunger, and cold, and pain ; 

Last night tl'.e frost,—to-day the sleet,— 
To-morrow the roaring rain I 

Our hut it had many a cranny, 

That let in tho wind and cold, 

On you and me and our children three. 
And our inother, so starved and old. 
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But now we are di-iven abroad,— 

Forced out from our wretclied Home ; 

’Twasbad,—but there’s worse in the Keree wide world 
So let‘s gatlier our rags and roam. 

Now the clouds are our only roof,— 

The earth is our only bed ; 

No friend—or he stands aloof! 

Not a penny to buy us bre.ad ! 

The bird has her nest on high, 

The tiger below hi.s den ; 

And they each have a friend, in the bird or brute. 
But 1 am alone,—with men ; 

With men tlmt oppress and prey. 

And cozen, and rob, ainl lie. 

And laugh, whilst their brothers pine and starve : 
They are merry,—then why nut 11 

Come on ! We have sought for work 
In viuu,—not a man would hiiv ; 

We liegdfed for a crust,—in vain. 

And lay down witli our throats on fire. 

So now let us cheat and prey, 

And plunder and lie,—and then 
We shall haply have foisl to eat. 

And may thnve like our fellow-men. 

* • 

As it is, we have struggled and toil’d 
(How hard !) through our whole life long ; 

And all we at last have gain’d 
Is—but matter for one poor song! 
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WIND.S were gentle, branclieg bending 
Burtheii’d with their crowns of dew, 
Angel thoughts and shapes ascending 
To the. sky’s autumnal blue, 

When 1 first saw—^you ! 

II. 

Never since that gracious rooming 
Have I felt so soft a clime. 

Even when the Sun, adorning 
Earth in Summer’s sweetest time, 
Sings his golden rhyme. 


Hearts were gentle, eyes were gleaming. 
Like the branch with biirthened dew; 
Life was fille<l with beauty,—Tell mo 
(You, to whom all love is due,) 
Wherefore should there be an ending 
'To a time so true I 


THE MOTHER’S SONG. 


Slke? 1—the ghostly winds are blowing: 

No moon’s abroad ; no star is glowing ; 

The river is deep, and the tide is flowing 
To the land whore you and 1 are going ! 

Wo arc going afar. 

Beyond moon or star, 

To the land where the sinless angels are! 
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I lost my heart to your heartless sire; 

^Twas melted away by his looks of fire ;) 

Forgot my God, and my father’s ire. 

All for the sake of a ntan’s desire 
But now we’ll go 
Where the waters flow. 

And make us abed where none sliall know. 

The world is cruel; the world’s untrue: 

Our foes are many ; ear friends are few : 

No work, no bread, howerer we sue ! 

What is there left for us to do,— 

But fly—fly. 

From the cruel sky. 

And hide in tlie deepest deeps—and die 
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Farewell ! Day is done! 

Ia>ve died at the set of sun ! 

Joy we found ;—but it is lost; 

And Life is weary, and tempest-toss’d. 

Farewell 1 World of Gold ! 

Nought of ours was bought or sold : 

Hearts were given, sweet for sweet: 

But 8ur Summer is now in i# winding-sheet. 


All that God, the giver, gave, 

Sleepeth now in a virgin grave ; 

A flower above, and the mould below ; 
And this is all that tlie mourners know. 

Farewell 1 The torches bum ; 

But Hope, the Seraph, will not return: 

Love died at the set of stm t 

And darkness falls, and the Day is done I 



PEEFACE 

TO THE PKESEST EDITION. 

A NEW improsslon of these poems h-iving 
been required, 1 have thought it well to 
add a few pieces of verse ; some of which 
have already appeared in print. The 
additions thus made, constitute ' Part the 
First ’ of the present Edition. 



TXTEODITCTION 

TO TUK FIRST KDITION. 


Kn'Ot.ani) 'iinjrularly Ijurren <»f Tln^vo 

is ti<) wriftT of any rank, in my rocollrotiop, 

wliost' soii/s form till) (li•'(inl^ui^hin!' ieatnn) of iiis 
pootry. Tlu^ littl** lyri‘s wliic^h are sraUeroil, like 
star-^, over the''Urf.icc of onr oM ilrainas, atv womo* 
time-i mlmito, tritlimr, ami iimlofined in tlieir ohj^'ot: 
but tlioy lire often eminently fine ; in f.iot, tho line^t 
thirds of the kind which onr lauLpiai'e ]iO'-‘>'..>es. 
There more in'«piration, more airand lyrical i]uality 
about thorn, than in «oims of ton turn's their iii- ti n- 
sions Ami this, perhaps, arises from the ilramalic 
faculty of tho writers; wlio, Ix'ine ason-'i<>mr<l. in 
otht'i* thin-js. to shifie tiieir verse, so as to •'uit me 
charaetoi’’^ ainl ilid'crent pur|io.'5es (jf ttic ^Iraina, intii* 
rally e.xton'l this rare, to the fuliion of the son/s 
tliomselves. In eases whore a writer spe.iks in his 
own pers'in.he .-xiien.ls all lijs (''.’•otism upon his Ivnes; 
and reijniresTnat a eritie >honhl he near to curtail his 
mi'ih'e'is. Wlicn he writ»‘S as a <lr!imati'«t, he is, or 
onyld ‘o he, th'* eiif ie hiiiHelf. {h* is not. so to sneak, 
at all iinplie ired in what is for\var<l in the poem; 
but deals out, th(‘ cpalooue, like an indilFercnt by- 
stareler, 'e. kmi' oidv to a.d|ii't it to the noee>sit ie a 
o{' the aefoi's. ||.‘ i. :ii>ove the HLi’uj^LCle and turmoil of 
the battle be!o,v. and 

‘ S' I ■*, as from a tower, f ho end of all,’ 

It is, in fact, tins power of for-o-ttm^' himself, and of 



INTK(>J»ITCTH>X. 


imuKiniiiK clKjnu’lj'rs (iifn-ront rr*)i)i 

his own, whicii constitutt’s the drantatio A 

inun wlio can .set jusidc liis own idinMncras}, is half a 
dramatist. 

It may l»c fhoujjht paradoxical, to as'.crt that the 
SOUL'S W'ljich <K*cur in dramas arc more natural llam 
those whieli procc(*<l from the author in j-erson : y<-t 
such is generally the case. If, indeed, a poet uroie 
purely and s(‘as<mably <nily,—tlnit is to sa\. if liis 
piietry spnm;; always from tln^ passion or humour oi 
tlie inouK'jjt, the laet mi”ht he otheruiM*. Ihit it 
may easily he seen, tliat many rli^mes are ])r«Hinc«-d 
out of season ; and are ofleii iioflnn:; more than the 
result ot imt'-imily taxi'tl to the* ntlermost ; oroilnr* 
wise, are imply (he iioliseretioiis of ‘gentlemen at 
ease,’ who have nothin;;, or notlnni; h'-lter, to do. 
Now J*oefry is not to h<‘ thus constrained ; nor is it 
ever tlui otVspriny; of ennui or lanmmr. U demands 
not (»uly tin* ‘ facnlty divine call'd.) hut ai^), 

that it should ho lett to its awn i!opulM•^. The in¬ 
tellectual lacullK s are. in no one, alwt\s in a state of 
t«‘nsion, or eai»ah!e of projecting; tliose tinniehts winch, 
in happier moments. Ml*'* cast torth with j'erlVcl ease, 
—aii'l which, when thrown nut liv the lma.;ination or 
tKf I 'ancN, constitute the dial in, and indee«l form the 
es.seiiei* ot poelr\. 

.Much ot what 1 !ia\e •-aid appli<'s (o verse in 
t;ener:il ; Init it applies iimre op-'cially to sont;s .and 
small pieces of ver-e - tho'..- nwjiP (Vii<n\c —whicli, at 
the time that fhe\ plead (h< ir ‘ want <»t pretension,* 
take due care, lint too often, to jnslify their pr»>fes*-ed 
defects. W lien a wl iter commences a juiem of seriou.s 
len;;tl), he throws all Jiis .str«*ni;t!i inti> it: h<* scK-ets 
till* h.ip|iie>-t iiour ; he condenses, and amends, ami 
rejects ; and. in sl.ort, docs his liest to p.rodnce some¬ 
thin!; t;oo>t Uut m :i son-;, or *a tnlle in v«*rsc,* ho 
fi’els no r«'spoiisl)nlit\. Ih* profcsse.s nothin;;, and, 
unlortnnately, ilo* s hilh' iiion*. 

It limy he s:nd timt a son>; is necessarily n trifiinj^ 
maUer; hut, it good, it i'* a tnlle ol at h .i"! .v dillcreul 
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sort. And to make even a trifle ^ierfect or agreeable 
may satisfy a moderate ambition. It demands some 
talent. Where poetry is concerned, it reqaires even 
more ; for it requires that this talent should be of a 
peculiar order, and should be exerted at a happy time. 
I am by no means forward to imagine that these two 
requisites have at any time concurred in ray case. 
But I hope that I have, in a few instances, so far 
succeeded, as to alluie other writers (having more 
leisure than I possess) to direct their powers to this 
species of verse. It has been too much disdained. 
Poets have in general preferred exhibiting their 
tediousness in long compositions, and have neglected 
the song. But the brevity, which is the ‘soul* of 
song, as well as of wit, is not neeessarily allied to 
insigniflcance. The battle-songs of Mr. Campbell are- 
a triumphant proof of the contrary. So also are 
many of the songs and ballads of Sir Walter Scott, 
Mr. Moore, Mr. Lockhart, Mr, Ilogg, my friend Allan 
Cunningham, and. Anally, the charming songs of Burns. 
To my thinking, the lenlinuMt in some of Burns’s songs 
is as fine-and as true as anything in Shakspeare 
himself. I do not speak of his imagination, or of his 
general power, (both which in the Scottish poet are 
inmeasurabiy inferior), but of the mere sentimeiinir 
feeling—that line natural eloquence which a warm 
heart taught him, and which lie poured out so pro¬ 
fusely in sung. There is an earnestness and directness 
of purpose in Burns, which, if attended to, would, I 
think, etrenglhen the poetry of the present day. As 
an instance of his going at once to the sentiment, with- 
out any parade of ^-ords, or preliminary flourish, one 
may refer to tlie lines— 

• Atihavnl) thm naun tuner he mine, 

AHhouffk even hape it ilenieil, 

'Tie tweeter/or thee iletpntrinff. 

Than awjht in the world beiiile,—Jetty ‘ 

in which the sentiment is exquisitely tender and beau- 
tiful. We do not, 1 think, deal thus fairly with oar 
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thoui;hts at preseot. We accumulate muUitodea of 
words around them ; as thouf;h the idea were unable 
to support itself. Our verbiage is the Corinthian 
capital, which lias succeeded the finer Ionic. One 
might almost suspect that ‘ the Schoolmaster.’ who is 
everywhere abroad, has generated rather a facility of 
spreading common thoughts, than a power of origi¬ 
nating new ones. At all events, the verbiage which I 
have alluded to is a manifestation of weakness rather 
than of stren^h, and indicates (if one may judge from 
analogies) a declension, at least as inucli as a refine¬ 
ment in taste. Feeling this—and feeling also that 1 
myself am far from exempted from this defect—1 
have occasionally introduced some poems in this volume, 
which are bald enough in expression ; and which, in 
fact, have little beyond the mere sentiment to recom¬ 
mend them. But this ought to be sufficient. If it be 
not sufficient in my case, (for it it so, frequently, in Mr. 
Wordsworth’s poems,) I can plead nothing beyond a 
good intention; and must throw myself on the charity 
of the reader. 

1 1 cannot be very flattering to our self-love, to ob¬ 
serve, that all the song-writers, except Mr, Moore, 
(and, I ought to have added,Dibdin,) are ,SS:ot(u% poets. 
Jsi our songs, however, we differ—not only in merit, 
but frequently also in character, from the songs which 
have proceeded from Scotland. The latter approach 
more nearly to the ballad, which comprises a iton/. A 
song—(adopting the English model as the fit one),m.ay 
be considered as the e.xprcssion of a tofjlimetU, varying 
according to the humour of the poet. It should be 
fitted for music ; and, in fact, should become better for 
the accompaniment of music ; otherwise it can scarcely 
be deemed, csecnticUly, a sung. 

The clnaractcr of Poetry has always fluctuated with 
the times; and Songs, as well as the Epic poem and 
the Usama, have partaken of each snece-sive change. 
In early ages, they were spontaneous, anJ neccssariy 
rude productions: in refined times they became arti¬ 
ficial. Neitlier of these two periods are, 1 apprehend, 
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the most favourahle to poetry. The mind of tlie poet 
requires to be somewliat cultivated and enlarged by 
reading ; but it should nut be perplexed by too many 
critical distinctions, nor weakened by excessive refine, 
raent. The age of |>oetry precedes that of criticism ; 
ns the act precedes the law, which is made to control 
it. It is (Aett.—in the youth and first manhood of 
literature, that ail iin<agin.-itivo writings are the best. 
If they exhibit not the fiistidiousness and superfluous 
accuracy of later ages, (which, in many casi-s, is little 
better tlian the ‘ riilieulous excess;’' they make large 
iiniehds for sueh defieieneies by the freshness and 
beauty,—the originality and undaunted vigour of their 
images In eflett, it is a species of ])aradox in criti¬ 
cism, to insist upon minute and niatheinatieal niceties, 
in works which deal mainly with the passions. 

In our country, land I believe in most others,') the 
b.'tll.td preceded the song. The achievements of the 
warrior were reflected in the magnifying verse of the 
minstrel. There scarcely ever was an age so dark, or 
a people so barlxarous. as not to have pii.ssessed ii.irds 
who sang the praises of their heroes These two seem, 
in fact, to liave been almost necesaary to each other ; 
and to have gone, band in hand, together, illustrating 
the soul and sinews of the times. The soldier wi .ijJ 
have lacked one strung incentive, had a minstrel been 
found wanting to shout forth his deisls ; and, without 
a hero, the minstrel himself wuuhl have had little 
or no subject for his song. For, all the subtleties of 
thought, whie(j writers in more advanced ages pour out 
so profusely, are beyond tho range of an uneducitted 
poet He knows, and sings only, what he sees and 
hears. The sheep Jnd their pastures,—the .struggles 
and bloody fends of his province, form tho staple of 
his verse. His heroes aro renowned like tlie racer, 
for blood, and bone, and sinew. All else is beyond 
his limit,—beyond liis power. It is tho educated poet 
only who subdues alistract ideits to tho purposes of his 
verse, and lets loose his Imagination into during and 
suntlc speculations. There is no one, with whose 
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workf) I am acquainted, who falsifies this position; 
(>avir(t perhaps Sliakspeare,—who is an exception to 
all things I 

The ballad-writers of our eountry were men of great 
talent; bat they did not go beyond their age. TTiey 
roared out Bacchanalian songs, over sack and the 
‘blood-red winethey bruited about the deeds of their 
favourite heroes, till the heroism of the verso bore the 
same proportion to the original actions, that vapour 
does to water. In return for this,—they were paid— 
in bed and board; in wine, and mead, and broad cloth; 
and in huge quantities of praise! Occa.sionn]ly, indeed, 
when some rich and puissant baron was transformed 
into a god, or his dame or daughter were exhibited in 
flattering comparison with the foam-born Venus, by 
the false glamour of poetry, the minstrel became 
master of a jewel oran ounce of gold. .Subsequently 
to all this, our ballad-makers and players wandered 
about to fairs and revels. Private beneficence was 
often found wanting; (perhaps it was somotiiues taxed 
too heavily;) and the men who had wares for all 
tastes, wisely left the individual for the multitude. 
And hence began the patronage of ‘ the Public.’ 

The competition for public favour, liowever, was 
not* long confined to profe8.sed minstrels. The arts 
of rea<Uug and writing opened a now pro.<pect of 
ambition to our nolde ancestors. The spirit of 
chivalry, which had previously manifested itself in 
haril blows alone, sought opportunities for exhibiting 
its gentler qualities in song. Love, DdVotion, Con¬ 
stancy, Generosity, and the varioas other Virtues, 
(which do not consist merely in the muscles, or spring 
from the sheer insensibility of the animal man,) found 
historians. Surrey, Wyatt, Sidney, Kalcigh, and a 
host of others, form part of this early eliws of poets. 
Tiicir stylo and gallantry (with such small gradual 
change as is always occurring in litcr.iture) remained 
till the death of Charles the First. Upon that occasion, 
the belles lettres, as well as monarchy, were overtunied 
for a time; but returned,—the form-T in a new guise 
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and thoroughly degenerated,—with the courtiers of his 
eon. From that period, till the time of Thoutt>on and 
GoUins, (for 1 refer Milton to the earlier pei-iod,) all 
our songs, and most of our poems, were evideutly 
written by the oelebrated Lady of QtiuUty.*’* I 
recollect scarcely a single Ettyluh song of high 
character, which baa been ton years before the public. 
And yet, Bums and other ScottisU poets have, for 
almost half a century, been scattering among us the 
seeds of a better taste. Let us hope, that in an 
agreeable (although not very important) department of 
literature, we are destined to some iniproveiuent. 

For the following poems, (about one third of which 
may be called Songs), 1 do not insist very strongly on 
the admiration of the reader. They are iiitetided 
somewhat in the shape of a ^irewcll oiToring from a 
person who has met with muoh kindness from the 
Public, and is neither able nor inclined to forget it. 

* Drydcn and Pope, and a few others form, of course, illus- 
tiious exceptions to this censure. 

* * * Hince tiie foregoing Introduction wns written, 

I have submitted it to the iXirusal of a filcnd, whose opinion I 
respect; and ho tells nto that I have not done justice to the 
song-writers who have flourished since the KeHtomtion. 
Pcrha|>s 1 have relied too much ou my old iiuprcs^iiouH, 
iustcad of exommiug the fact? again. 

1832. 
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SONGS. 


PART THE SECOND. 


I.—A SONG FO® THE NEW YEAR. 

Hark I 

The Old Year i« gone ! 

And the young New Year is coming! 

Through minutes, and days, and unknown skies, 
My soul on tier forward journey dies; 

Over the regions of rain and snow ; 

<knd beyond where the wild March-trumpets blow 
And I see the meadows, all cowslip-strewn ; 

And 1 dream of the dove in the greenwood lone; 
And the wild'bee humming :— 

And all because the New Year is coming 

The Winter is cold, the Winter is gray, 
lint he hath not a sound on his tongue to-day: 
The son of the stonny Autumn, he 
Totters about on a palsied knee, 

With a frozen heart and a feeble head : 

Let us pierce a barrel and drink him dead 1 
The fresh Now Year is almost here; 

Let us warm him with mistletoe boughs, my dear 
Let us welcome him hither, with mn^a and wine. 
Who holdeth such joys in his arms divine! 
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What Is the Past,^to you, or me. 

But a thing that was, aud was to be I 
Aud now it is gone to a world unknown ; 

Its deeds are done; its ^ght is down ! 

Hark to The Past! In a bitter tone, 

It crieth “ The good Old Year is flown,”— 

The ure of a thousand thoughtful hours, 

Of a thousand songs, of aihousand flowers! 

Ah ! why, thou ungratefm child of rhyme, 

Kaii’st thou at the deeds of our father Time 1 
Hath he not fed thee, day by day, 

With fancies that soothe thy soul alway 1 
Hath he not 'wakened, with pleasant pain. 

The Muse that slept in thy teeming brain f 
Hath he not—ah ! dust (uau foi^et 
All the amount of the mighty debt I 

Hush, hush !—The little / owe to Time 
1 *11 pay him, some day, with a moody rhyme,— 

Full of phantasmas, dark and drear, 

As the shadows tliruwii down by the old Old Year,— 
Dim as the echoes that lately fell 
From the deep Night's funereal bell, 

Sounding hollow o^r hill and vale. 

Like the close of a mournful tale I 

.... In the meantime,•~Hipeak, trump and drum ! 
The Yearns gone ! the Year is come ! 

The fresh xiew Year,tho bright New Year, 

That telieth of hope and joy, my dear! 

Let us model otfr spirit to chance and change, 

Let us lesson our spirit to hope, and range 
Through pleasures to come,—tlirough ycara unknown 
But never turget the time that flown i 
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■ II.—LONDON. 


On, when I was a little boy, 

How often was I told 
Of London and its silver walls. 

And pavements all of gold; 

Of women all so beautiful. 

And men so true and bold. 

And how all things ’tween earth and sky 
Were therein bought and sold. 

And so I came to London : 

'fwas on a summer’s day. 

And I walked at times and rode at tiroes. 
And whistled all the way ; 

And the blood rushed to my head, 

When Ben, the waggoner, did say— 

“ Here’s London, boy, the Queen of towns, 
As proud as she is gay.” 

I listened, and I looked about. 

And questioned, and—behold 1 
The walls were not of silver, 

The pavement was not gold ; 

But women, oh, so beautiful. 

And—may I say—so bold, ' 

I saw, and Ben said—“ All things here 
Are to be bought and sold.” , 

And I found they sold the dearest things ; 

The mother sold her child. 

Ana Uie sailor sold his life away 
To plough die waters wild; 

And Captains sold commissions 
To young gentlemen so mild. 

And some thieves sold, their brother thieves. 
Who hanged were or exiled. 
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And critics sold their paragraphs ; 

And poets sold their lays ; 

And great men sold their little men 
With votes of “ Ays ” and “ Nays 
And parsons sold their holy words. 

And blessed rich men's wa.'s; 

And women sold their love—(for life. 

Or only a few days). 

'Twas thus with all:—For gold, bright Art 
Her radiant flag unfurled; 

And the young rose let its unblown leaves 
Be cankered and uncurled ; 

For gold against the tender heart 
The liar’s darts were hurled ; 

And soldiers, whilst Fame’s trumpet blew. 
Dared death across the world. 

And so, farewell to London ! 

Where men do sell and buy 
All things that are (of good and bad) 
Beneath the awful sky ; 

Where some win wealth, and many want ; 

Some laugh, anti many sigh : 

Till, at last, all folks, from king to c’own. 
Shut up their Ixioks, and—die I 


III.—MY OLD ARM-CHAIR. 

Lft poets coin their golden dreams ; 

Let lovers weave their vernal themes ; 

And paint tlie earth all fair. 

To me no such bright fancies throng : 

1 sing a humble hearthstone song. 

Of thee,—my old Arm-chair I 
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Poor—faded—ragged—crazy— 9 'd,— 

Thou’rt yet worth thrice thy weight in gold ; 

Ay, though thy hack be bare : 

For tliou liaat held a world of worth, 

A loiid of heavenly human earth,— 

My old Arm-chair ! 

Here sate—ah, many a year ago,— 

When, young, I nothing cared to know 
Of life, or its great aim,— 

Friends (gentle hearts') who smiled and shed 
Urief soiisliine on iiiy boyish head : 

At last the wild clouds came,— 

And vain desires, and hopes dismayed. 

And fears that cast the earth in shade. 

My heart did fret; 

Anil dreaming wonders, foul and fair ; 

And who then filled mine ancient chair, 

I now forget. 

Then Love came—Love !—without his wings, 
Low murmuring here a thousand things 
Of One I once tlniught fair: 

’Twas here ho laughed, and bound my eyes, 
Taking me, hoy, by sweet surprise. 

Here,—hi my own Arm-chair. 

How I escaped from that soft ptiin, , 

And (nothing lesson’d) fell again 
Into another snare, 

And how again Fate set me free,® 

Are secrets ’tween my aoul and me,— 

Me, and my old Arm-chair. 

Years fade :—Old Time doth all he can t 
The soft youtii hardens into man; 

The vapour Fame 

Dissolves: Care’s sears indent our brow; 
Friends fail us in our need but Tliou 
Art still the samp. 
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Thou bring'st calm thoughts; strange dresmings; sleep; 
And fancies subtle (sometimes deep); 

And the unseen Air 

Which round thy honoured tatters plays. 

Bears with it thoughts of other days, 

That quell despair. 

Let the world' turn, then,—wrong or right; 

Let the hired critic spit his spite : • 

With thee, old friend. 

With thee, companion of my heart, 

I ’ll still try on the honesl part. 

Unto the end 1 


IV.—IL PENSEROSO AND L’ALI.EORO. 


(mOHT.) 

O1.0 Thames! thy merry waters run 
Gloomily now, without star or sun ! 

The wind blows o’er thee, wild and loud. 

And Heaven is in its death-black shroud ; 

And the rain comes down with all its might. 
Darkening the face of the sullen Night. 

Midnight diqp I There booms a sound. 

From all the church-towers thundering round : 
Their echoes into each other run. 

And sing out the grand Night’s awful “one ! ” 
Saint Bride,—Saint Sepulchre,—great Saint Paul, 
^Unto each other, in chorus, call 1 

Who speaks 1—’Twas nothing :—the patrol grim 
Moves stealthily over the pavement dim : 

The debtor dreams of the gripe of law •, 

The harlot goes staggering to her straw ; 

And the drunken robber, and beggar bold 
* Laugh loud, as they limp by the &iley Old. 
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Hark,^—I hear the blood in a felon’s heart I 
I see him shiver—and heave—aiiihstart 
(T)oeB he cry!) from his last short bitter slumber, 

To find that his days have reached their number,— 
To feel that there comes, with the morning text, 

Blind death, and the scaffold, and then—wiui nbxiI 

» 

Sound, stormy Autumn I Brazen bell. 

Into the morning send your knell I 

Mourn, Thames ! keep firm your chant of sorrow : 

Mourn, men 1 for a fellow man dies to-morrow. 

Alas I none mourn ; none caife:—the debt 
Of pity the whole wide world forget 1 

• (HOSNINO.) 

. . . 'Tis dawn,—'tis Day ! In floods of light 
He drives back the dark and shrinking Night. 

The clouds 1—they ’re lost. The rains 1 —they ’re fled; 
And the streets are alive with a busy tread: 

And tffousonds are thronging, with gossip gay. 

To see how a felon will die to day. 

The thief is abroad in his last new dress. 

Earning his bread in the thickest press ; 

'The idler is there, and the painter fine. 

Studying a look for his next design ; 

The fighter, the brawler, the drover strong ; 

And all curse that the felon should stay so long. 

At last,—he comes 1 With a heavy tread? 

He mounts—he reels—he drop8-»-he's dead !— 

The show is over!—the crowd depast, 

Each with a laugh and a merry heart. 

—Hark ! merrily now the bells are ringing : 

The Thames on his careless way is springing: 

The bird on the chimney top is singing : 

Now, who will say 
Tliat Earth is not gay. 

Or that Heaven is not brighter than yesterday I 
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V.—WITHIN AND WITHOUT. 
A LO.NDON LTRIC. 


(WITHOUT.) 

The win^ are bitter ; the skies are wild ; 

From the roof conies pliingin); the drowning rain 
Without,—in tatters, tlje world’s poor child 
Sobbeth abroad her grief, her pain 1 
No one heareth her, no one lieedeth her: 

But Hunger, her friend, with his bony haijd. 
Grasps her throat, whispering huskily— 

“ What dost Thou in a Christian land 1” 

IWITHId.) 

The skies are wild, and the blast is cold j 
Yet riot and luxury brawl within : 

Slaves are waiting, in crimson and gold. 

Waiting the nod of a child of sin. 

The fire is crackling, wine is bubbling 
Up in each glass to its beaded brim : 

The jesters are laughing, the parasites riuafting 
“ Happiness,”—“ honour,”—and all for him t 

(WITHOUT.) 

She who issslain in the winter wo.ather. 

Ah I she once had. a village fame ; 

Listened talove yn the moonlit heather; 

Had gentleness—vanity—maiden shame : 

Now, her allies are the Tempest howling; 

Prodigal’s curses j self-disdain ; 

Poverty ; misery : Well,—no matter ; 

There is an end unto every pain ! 

The harlot’s fame was her doom to-day. 

Disdain,—despair ; by to-morrow’s light 
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The ragged boards and the pauper’s pall; 

And so she ’ll be given to dnst^ night 1 
. . . Without a tear or a human sigh. 

She’s gone,—poor life and its “fever” o’er! 

So, let her in calm oblivion lie; 

While the world runs merry as heretofore 1 

(WITHlIr.) 

He who yon lordly feast enjoyeth, 

He who doth rest on his couch of down. 

He it was, who threw the forsaken 
Under the feet of the trampling town: 

Liar—betrayer,—false as cruel, 

What is the doom for his dastard sin! 

His peers, they scorn t—high dames, they shun him t 
—Unbar yon palace, and gaze within. 

There,—yet his deeds are all trumpet-sounded. 
There, uiuin silken scats recline 
Maidens as fair as the summer morning. 

Watching him rise from the sparkling wine. 
Mothers all proffer their stainless daughters ; 

Men of high honour salute him “friend 
Skies 1 oh, where arc your cleansing waters 1 
* World ! oh, where do thy wonders end 1 


VI.—A PANEGYRIC ON ALE. 

ADDSESSSD TO W. L. BIRKBSCK, KSO. 

S 

1 HAVE a Friend who loveth me. 

And sendeth me Ale of Trinitie; 

^A very good fellow is my true friend. 

With talents and virtues without end ; 

Filled with Learning’s very best seed; 

Ready to think (or drink, at need) ; 

In short, a very good fellow inde^ : 
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But the best of all is, as it seeitis to me, 

That he yieldeth t|ie Ale of Trinitie. 

Oh, Trinitie Ale is stout and good, 

Whether in bottle it be or wood : 

’Tie good at morning, ’tis good at night; 

(Ye should drink whilst the liquor is bubbling bright:) 
’Tis good for man, woman, and child. 

Being neither too strong, nor yet too mild : ' 

It strengthens tiie body; it strengthens the mind ; 
And hitteth the toper's taste reflned. 

Once,—once, I believed that the famous Cam 
Was a riddle, a cheat, an enormous Fiam, 

Vamp’d up by tutors of Hail and College; 

nVho've a great deal of learning and little knowledge;) 

But now—1 acknowledge, with tears of shame, 

That the river it meriteth thrice its fame ; 

For, with it,—though seemingly poor and pale, 

Men manufacture—T ub Miohtt Alb ! 

Alma Mater I Thou mother kind. 

Who traiuest the youthful human mind 
(By circles, and squares, and classic stories). 

Until it arrives at Earth’s high glories, 

Who,—who, amongst all thy children; dare 
With the bright Trinitie boys compare t 
Mingling their ale with bookish learning. 

They acquire by such means keen discerning. 

And thus fin a circle arguing) steer 
Between the extremes of books and beer. 

Other men,—soqiehow or other,—pine 
Whether they trust to Greek or wine. 

Oh, in truth, it gladdens the heart to see ^ 

What may spring from the Ale of Trinitie,— 

A scholar—a fellow—a rector blithe, . 

^it to take any amount of tithe)— 

Perhaps a bishop—perhaps, by grace, 

One may mount to the Arcbiepiscopal placp. 
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And wield the croeier, at awful thing, 

The envy of all, and—the parsons’ King I 
0 Jove I who would struggle with Learning pale, 

That could beat down the world by the strength of Ale I 
For me,—I avow, could my thoughtless prime 
Come back with the wisdom of mournful time. 


I’d labour—I'd toil—by night and day, 
(Mixing liquor and books away,) 

Till I conquer’d that high and j>roud degree, 
M.A. (Master of Ale) of Triiiitie. 


Ale 1 Ale^—if properly understood, 

Promoteth a brotherly neighbourhood. 

Now, what can be better, on winter night 
When the faggot is blazing bright. 

And your friend is perplex’d how to kill the time. 
With “ Useful Knowledge,” or idle rhyme. 

To step in snd say,—“ Neighbour, I think 
Your Trinitie Ale must be fit to drink 1 
Let’s try it.” He answers, “ With all my soul: ” 
And in the capacious tumblers roll: 

Hark,—to the music rich and rare ! 

Note,—how it stealeth the sting from Care t 
Behold,—both Pride and Prudery bend, 

Ard each man groweth a warmer frieul 
I repeat it, that Ale,—if understood, 

Promoteth a brotherly neighbourhood. 

Why, sometime since, we were enemies all 
In our small village,—the short, the tall; 
lyie old, the young ; the dull, the bright; 
Churchman, Simeonitei Puseyite: 

But wm, we are knit into one firm ban^ 

By Sir John Barleycorn’s high command : 

No more envy, no more strife, 

But tipplers honest and friend for life. 

0 


It would do good both to your head and heart. 
Could you see how each playeth his social part, 
In a bumper—a song—or a ipund of wit 
Jolly philosophers I here we sit— 
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Ten reformed tea-totallers, aH 
Pull’d up before Chief-Magietrate Hall, 
Merely for moistening a dry lip ; 

And again before Justice Broderip ; 

Ten bold widowers, each forlorn 
Until he had been at Highgate sworn ; 
Ten thick squires, with brains made clear 
By the irresistible strength of beer; 

Ten plurality Vicars, (sent 

By Heaven,—to take commutation rent) ; 

Ten prebendaries j Canons ten ; 

(All Very fat virtuous men): 

And, last of us, I —who offer to thee 
n,—scribe of this choice society). 

With grateful glee. 

Postage free. 

These rhymes for thy dozens of Trinitie. 


yil.—THE PEARL-WEARER.* 

WiiHi.v the midnight of her hair. 
Half-hidden in its deepest deops. 

A single, peerless, priceless pearl, 

(All filmy.eyed,) for ever sleeps. 

VVithout the diamond’s sparkling eyes. 
The ruby’s blushes,—there it lies. 
Modest as the tender dawn. 

When her purple veil’s Vvithdrawn,— 
The flower of gems, a lily cold and pale 1 
Yet,—what doth all avail! 

All its beauty all its grace 1 
All the honours of its place 1 


* It Is recorded pf a pearl-diver, that he died (from over- 
exertion) Immediately after he liad reached land, having 
brought up with him, ainonnt other shells, one tiiat con- 
taiuM a pearl of surp^ing sue and beauty. , ‘ 
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He who plucked it fiom its bed, 

In the far blue Indian ocean, 

Lieth, without life or motion. 

In hie earthy dwelling,—dead ! , 

And his children, one by one, 

When they look upon the sun. 

Curse the toil, by which he drew 
The treasure from its bed of blue. 

Gentle Bride, no longer wear. 

In thy night-black odorous hair, 

Such a spoil. It is not fit 
That a tender soul should sit 
Under such acemsed gem ! 

Wliat need'st thou a diadem 1— 

Thou, within whose eastern eyes, 
Thought (a starry Genius) lies 1— 

Thou, whom Beauty has arrayed 1— 
Thou, whom Love and Truth have made 
Beautiful,—in whom we trace 
Woman’s softness; angel’s grace ; 

All we hope for; all that stre.ams 
Upon us in our haunted dreams i 

0 sweet Lady I cast aside. 

With a gentle, noble pride, 

All to sin or pain allied I 
Let the wild-eyed conqueror wear 
The bloody laurel iq his hair 1 
Let the black and snaky vine • 

’Bound the drinker’s temples twine I 
Let the slave-begotten gold , 

Weigh on bosoms bard and cold 1 
But be THOO for ever known 
By thy natural light alone 1 



fiONGS. 


Vm.—A FAREWELL TO HOME. 


The Autumn winds are sonndin;; wild 
Sad Nature, monru’st thou for thy child, , 
From the fresh air and green iields driven. 
And all the beauteous face of Heaven, 

Into the wildeimess of stone ; 

Destined there to dwell alone, 

Toiling upwards, day by day. 

For the Fame that lives for aye, 

And for Fortune (golden sun), 

And ail else fhat must be won ! 

Evening falls: the sky is wild ; 

And cloud on mountain cloud is piled. 

And the black Tempest, o’er the plain 
Comes moaning in his wrath of rain,— 

Comes chiding, like an angry friend,' 

That 1 should leave thee. Old Grove End I • 
Ah, well 1 Time vxu, when thou and 1 
Were all in all, beneath the sky. 

Unto each.other; when I played 
Upon thy grass ; beneath thy shade ; 

Beibre thy hundred branching vines ; 

And where Ayr’s wanderer rose entwines 
The gray,wnll in its thorny arms, 

And loved and laughed on ail thy charms t 
Farewell I —Farewell each path and lawn. 
Each tree whose music met the dawn,— 
Labumnms, with yonr drops of gold ; 

Broad Plane j Dark Mulberry, rich and old, 
Rongh.visaged, raining blood-red fruit, 

( Which ladies’ lips did sometimes suit, 

Aa sweet tunes match the sweeter lute:) 
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Farewell, tifin Poplars,—mine no more,— 
Whom I in boyhood (aught to soar; 

(Why stand ye murmuiing, mom and eve I 
Is it for me ye strive to grieve 1) 

And thou, wild Giant Plant, who clingest 
Column and trelliced arch about. 

And shadows in thy vast leaves bringest, 
Shutting the flety West ail out; 

And you, ye myriad-coloured dowers, 

Sweet playmates of the sunshine hours. 

Farewell I—Farewell the dreams of youth ; 
When life was joy; when hope was truth ; 
When days were cloudless ; Time too brief; 
And my pillow was the poppy leaf: 

When all the world was frank and true ; 

When Heaven was one eternal blue ;— 

Farewell !—and Thou,—nurse, guardian, friend, 
Farewell for ever,—Old Grove Eud 1 


IX.—THE RAKE’S PROGRESS. 

(a FAINT lUPBESSION OF HOGAHTB.) 

Thb Old Man is dead I—Toll Heavily ye bells I 
The Sou, the heir is coming, hark !—the music how it 
swells I 

That roar and shock of merriment strikes sadly on 
the heart: ,, 

Joy is here, almost ete Death has yet had leisure to 
• depart: • 

And the last of that dark funeral (the holy rite scarce 
dope,) 

Cries out—“ The Father’s buried, friends : Long life 
uqto the Son I ” 
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From ODt the miser mansion is swept the black array ; 

The windows are unbarred, and straight in dances 
merry Day; 

The cold grim iiearth is blazing: the cellars shed 
their »vine; 

The chests give up their hoarded souls, and the Kake 
saith—“ All is mine ; ” 

Yet the first debt that he pays is with an oath,—for 
virtue won, 

(And lost,alas!)—and so begin the triuniplis of the Son. 

The Rake dawns forth in scarlet: his ears are deaf 
with praise ; 

The fencer and the fiddler, and tlie jockey court 
his gaze: 

The poet mouths his stanzas ; the bully, with a curse, 

Swears how he ’ll cut a throat for him, and only asks— 
his purse. 

0, Steward of the needy, be careful of thy prize ; 

Above thee beams the firmament: Thy way is to the 
skies : 

No, no: his doom is earthly; conrae,earthly are his joys, 

Black wine, and wild-eyed women round him stun the 
night with noise; 

And one, a painti’d Thais, doth fire a painted world; 

And others round the dizzy rqom in drunken dance 
are whirled: 

Foul son|(p are met by fouler jibes; mad screams by 
curses bold; 

Till even the drowsy watchman wakes, and—claims 
his bribt in gold. 

But pleasures are not endless, hbwever far we range; 

And summeif friendship faileth, and golden seasonal 
change: 

And then the fierce-eyed creditor comes clamouring 
for his debt; 

And all who fed upon the Rake are eager to forget 



SONOA 


17 


The bailiffs are upon him,—ah! he’s saved: A gentle 
heart 

Redeems him :—’tis a Magdalen who plays an angel's 
part. 

For once the rescue serveth; But blacker days may be; 

And how to live lie ponders, and still riot with the U'ee: 

He sells his youth, bis niauhood: takes sour Old Age 
to wife, 

And thus (for a nauseous respite) twists a serpent 
round his life: 

That sting will drive him frantic—ay I the dice are 
in his hands ; 

And the terrible eye of Morning secs him beggared 
where he stands. 

What followeth in the story 1 Why, horror and the jail; 

Where food is not, and fire it nut, and every friend 
doth fail; 

Where each jailer is a robber, and each prisoner 
'round a foe; 

Where nothing linketh heart to heart,—not even the 
common woe. 

One hope he had'tis vanished I He sits down with 

• vacant stare. 

And the game of Life abandons, with the quiet of 
despair;- 


And The Madhouse opens/ Look round;— he 
cannot: Blight • 

And frenzy hang about his brain, and blind his staring 
sight: , 

In vain pope, king, sit crowned ; in vain tlie martyr 
raves; 

In vain the herds of idiots sit chattering o'er their 
graves: • 

He lieareth not; he seeth not: all sense is dimmed 
by pain: 

Ambition, Pride, Religion, Fear, scream out to him 
in vaiu. 
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And yet,—Oh, human Virtue !—Thm pever canst 
escape: 

Thou comest here, as everywhere, in woman’s angel 
shape: • 

The loved—^tho lost—the ruined One —She leaves him 
not at last; 

But soothes and serves about him, till the damps of 
death are past: 

His limbs she then composes,—weeps,—prays,—(they 
heed her not;) 

Then glides away in silence,—like a benefit forgot! 


X.—THIRTEEV YEARS AGO. 


BSOGAK-OIRU 

Tkieteen years ago, mother, 

A little child had you : 

Its limbs were light; its voice was soft; 

Its eyes were—oh, so blue 1 
It was your last, your dearest; 

And you said, when it was born. 

It cheered away your widowhood, 

And made you unforlorn. 

Thirteen years ago, mother. 

You loved that little child ; 

Akbough its temper wayward was. 

And its will so strong and wild: 

You likened it to the free bird 
That flies to the woods to sing. 

To the river fair, the unfettered air, 

And mflny a pretty thing. 

Thirteen years ago, mother. 

The world was in its youth; 

There was no past: and the all to come 
Was Hope, and Love, aud Truth : 
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The datra oame dancing onwards, 

The day was ne’er too long ; 

And every night had a fae'ry sight, 

And every voice a dbng. 

Thirteen years ago, mother. 

Your child was an infant small^ 

But she grew, and budded, and bloomed at last 
Like the rose'on your garden wall: 

Ah ! the rose that you loved was trod on. 

Your child was lost in shame; 

And never since'hath she met your smile 
And never heard your name 1 

Be dumb', thou gipsy slanderer ; 

What is my child to thee ! 

Wh.it are my troubles—what my joys ! 

Here, take these pence gnd flee 1 
If thou wilt frame a story. 

Which telleth of me or mine. 

Go, say you found me singing, girl. 

In the merry sun-shine. 

aceOAR OIRL. 

Thirteen years ago, mother. 

The sun shone on your wall: 

He shineth now through the winter's mist; 

Or he shineth not at all. 

You laughed then, and your little one • 

Ran round with meri'y feet; 

To-day you hide your eyes in tearg ; 

Aud 1—am in the street I 

WIDOW. 

Ah, God I —what frightful spasm 
Runs piercing through ray heart! 

It cannot be my bright one, 

SR> pale—so wornDepart, 

Depart--yet, no; come hither! 

Here,—hide thee in nly breast 1 j 
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I see thee again —again I and I 
Am ouce more with the bless'd ! 

BROoaa OIRU 

Ay,—gaae !—’Tia I, indeed, mother ; 

Your loved,—your lost,—your child ! 
The rest of the bad world scorn me, 

As a creature all dehled ; 

But you—you ’ll take me home, mother 1 
And I—though the grave seems iiigh, 
1 '11 bear up still ; and, for your sake, 

1 ’ll struggle—uot to die-1 


XI.—A DIROE. 

(FOR MUSIC.) 


Stoew boughs—strew flowers, 

'Through all the hours. 

On yon low tomb 1 
Unblown, yet faded. 

Unloved, unknown. 

Here Beauty sleepeth beneath a stone ; 
Once how fair, but now degraded ! 
Hither she came, alone—alone, 

From the South Sea bowers, 

Whgfe summer dowers 
The world with bloom : 

Mingle with music Hie strange pci-fume I 

Let the tears of the Hours 
Now fall like rain. 

And freshen the flowers. 

Again, again I 

The sweetness they borrow 

Shall ne’er be vain. 

While human sorrow 
Is falling in showers, 

Tliat yield no comfort to .human pain ! 
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XII—THE FATE OF THE OAK. 

The owl to her mate is callinp;; 

The river his hoarse song sings ; 

But the Oak is marked for (ailing, 

That has stood for a liiindred sjirings. 

Hark !—a blow, and a dull sound Inilows ; 
A second,—he bows Ids liead ; 

A third.—and the wood’s dark hollows 
Now know that their king is dead. 

His arms from their trunk arc riven ; 

His body all barked and squared ; 

And he’s now, like a felon, driven 
In chains to the strong dock-yard ; 

He’s sawn through the middle, and turned 
For the ribs of a frigate free ; 

And he’s caulked, and pitched, and burned 
And now—he is (it fur sea ! 

Oh ! now,—with his wings outspread 
Like a ghost (if a ghost may be), 

He will triumph again, though dead, 

And be deeded in every sea: 

The Lightning will blaze about, 

And wrap him in flaming pride ; 

And the thunder-loud cannon will shoat. 
In the fight, from his bold broad-side. 

And when he has fought, and won. 

And been honoured from shore to shore 

And his journey on earth is done,— 

Why, what can he ask for more 1 

There is nought that a king can claim, 

Or a poet or warrior bold. 

Save a rhyme and a short-lived name. 

And to mix with the common mould I 
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XIII,—THR HISTORY OP A LIFE. 


Hay dawned;—Within a curtained room,* 
Filled to faintness with perfume, 

A lady lay at point of doom. 

Day closed:—A Child had seen the light; 
But for the lady, fair and bright. 

She rested in undreaming night. 

Spring rose:—The lady’s grave was green 5 
And near it ofteii-times was seen 
A gentle Buy, with thoughtful mien. 

Years fled ;—He wore a manly face. 

And straggled in the world’s rough race. 
And won, at last, a lofty place. 

And then—he died 1 Behold, before ye, 
Humanity’s poor sum and story ; 

Life,—Heath,—and all that is of Giory. 


XIV.—Olf A STRANGER’S GRAVE nsak VENICE; 


Low lies the grave wherein a Stranger sleeps ! 
Nought comes to mourn beside that humble ground ; 
Save when, in melancholy Autumn, creeps 
The sullen Adriatic round and round ; 

Or when the sea-bird, with his wings unbound. 
Screams out a dii^e, and toward the mountains sweeps * 
Or when a dead man floats across the deeps ; 

Or clouds, blown landward, pass without a sound I 
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All gloom forsakes the spot whereon she died: 

The.merry marriage-bells send forth their chimes; 
And joy flies upwards as in ancient times: 

Ah, no I —One tender heart, to hers allied. 

In sorrow sweeter than the poet’s rhymes, 

Sings a lament, above the stranger's grave. 

Its murmurs mingling with tiie ever-muimuring wave. 


XV.—MUSIC. 

IlanK! Music speaks from out the woods and streams ; 

Amidst the winds, amidst the harmonious rain : 

It tills the voiee with sweets, the eye with beams; 

It stirs the heart; it charms the sting from pain. 

Great Memory hoards it ’midst her golden themes; 

The wise man keeps it with his learned gain ; 

The minstrel hears it in his listening dreams ; 

And no one, save the fool, dotli deem it vain. 

Whatever thing doth bring a joy unstained 
Uuti> the soul, if rightly understood. 

Is one mure ingot to our fortune gained. 

Is wisdom to the wise, good to the good : 

“ Sing then, divine one ! ”—Thus a lover sighed 
To one who sate beside liim fair and young, 

• Preluding with coquettish conscious pride,* 

And checked the holf-burn music on her tongue: 

Sing maiden,—gentle maiden I 
Sing for me ; sing to me ; 

With a heart not overladen. 

Nor too full of glee. 

Give thy voice its way divine; 

Let thine eyes, sweet spirits, shine ; 

Not too bright^ but also lender. 

Softness stealing half their spiendoar 
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Sing,—but touch a mdder stniiii, 

Till our eyes are hid in rain. 

Tell of those whose hopes are wrecked 
On that cruCi strand,—neglect; 

Widow poor and unbefriended ; 

Virgin dreams in ruin ended; 

All the pleasure, all the pain 
That hideth from the world’s disdain. 

Sing,—an airier blither measure, 

Full and overflown with pleasure ; 

Sing,—with smiles and dimpling mouth. 
Opening like the sunny South, 

When it breathes amongst the roses. 

And a thousand thousand sweets discloses. 

Sing,—fair child of music, sing 
Like love—hope—sorrow—any-thing ; 
Like a sparkling murmuring river. 
Running its blue race for ever ; 

Like the sounds that haunt the Sun, 

When the god’s bright day is done ; 

Like the voice of dreaming Night, 

Tender, touching, airy, light. 

Nut a wind, but just a breeze 
Moving in the citron trees ; 

Like the first sweet murmur creeping 
O'er Love’s lips, (when pride is sleeping). 
Love's first unforgotten word, 

By nirjden in the silence heard. 

Heard, hoarded, and repeated oft. 

In mimic whisper, low and soft,— 

Yet, what matter for the strain. 

Be it joy, or be it pain. 

So thy now imprisoned Voice, 

In its matchless strength rejoice ; 

So it buiat its fetters strong. 

And soar forth on winged Song 1 
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XVI.—TO THE EYES OF A YOUNG ACTRiSS. 


WiiKBB now are those dark Eyes—(sweet eyes !)— 

III teare!—in thought!—in sleep 1 
Those lights, like stars in the stormy skies, 

Which gently shine, when all else weep I 
0 dark uneonquered Eyes ! 

Are ye from huiiian anguish freed ! 

Or do ye sometimes mourn indeed. 

In pity, or superior pain' 

For some deep secret hid from all the world, in ram I 

0 melancholy Eyes, which love to dwell 
On Juliet’s passion,—Belvidcra’s woe,— 

Where was the light which nmv ye wear so well, 

(That tender, touching Ijistre !) long ago 1 
Did it lie dreaming in your orbs unknown. 

As in the rose’s bud the unblown perfume, 

Till evil fortune (now for ever flown,) 

Struck out your dazzling doom I 
tor what too dangerous purpose were ye born ! 

To lead the youtliful poet far astray ! 

Or, was’t to turn to tears the proud and gay. 

With looks that in their beauty mock the mom! 

Long may ye shine; as dark, as bright, as ^'oung, 
(Shall age e’er harm yel)—as complete in power, 
As when from olft Verona’s midniflit bower, 

Upon the moonlight first your glances hung. 

And filled with love the rich enamoured air. 

And made the fair, more fair 1 . ' 

Long may ye shine; undiromed by storm or cloud 
Uninjured, unconsumed by grief or pain ; 

Your liigh heroic spirit never bowed. 

Your love ne’er lost,your teats ne’er shed—in vain I 
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Lonjj may She live an<l hhiiH*—and have no fear 
Of fatal Fortune or iliv toucli of Time, 

To wlunn l)e!oni»H jour beauty witlnmt jieer, 

To wlium belongs this slight and careless rliunc ! 


XVH.—AN INVOCATION TO MTSIC. 


Sue vshere, upon tin* blue ;un! waveless deep, 
ComeR fortli tin* silc-nt Moon ! 

Now, Miisie, wake from out thy elrirmed sleep ; 

Ami hid thy sweet soul weep 

Her life away in some imiiuirtal tune ! 

Or, let tity soaring spirit run 

Aloft upon Some wihl cMichanted air, 

llefoie wliose huath desjiair 

Hies, like a mist before the uprisen sun ! 

Come forth, lost Spirits of tlie worM of soumi ’ 
LeaNo, leave awhile your aye-sweet tasks almve ; 
And rear ymir starry beads with inusie erowued, ^ 
Ami once more weave an earthly song ol lo\e ! 
Weave it around the gentle heart,— 

Handel, Ha\dn, great Heethoven, 

And thoii, sweet, swcet-soiiled Mozart ! 

Ah ! suj;<! to sing and lovemust be the angers part, 
Tlierelore, pour }onr skyey treasures— 

Orand, unknovMt, immortal ni«asures, 

Snell as ne’ei'the blooming Karth 
Heard since lir-t she burst to birth, 

And in i iidle's (lio r hung. 

While the stara ol Morning sung ! 
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XVUI.—TO A FRIFA’D IN AUTUMN. 


Fuii:ni> ! the year is ov^Tj^rewn : 

Stiniiiier like u bir<l liatli flown, 

Leavinj; iiotliin^ (I'miN nor flowers) 

Save reineinhr.iiiee of sweet hours ; 

And a fierce and froward soasoii, 
lllowin;; loizd for some I’on^h reason, 
Rdsheth from a land unknown. 

Where is laughing May, who leapt 
From the ground when Apni wept? 

Where is rose-encuinhered June? 

July, with her lazy luxm ? 

August, w ith her crown of corn ? 

And the fresh Septemlen’ morn ? 

U’lll they come back to us,—soon?—soon ? 

Ni*ver ! Time is overgrowzi ! 

All that o’er was gnod is fhiwn ! 

All things tliai were good and gay 
(Dance, songs, smiles,) have flown away ; 
And wo now must sing logeihor 
Strains m<u*e sad than autumn weather ; 
And dance u]K»n a storuu ground, 

WliiUt the wild winds pip(‘ ar<iuiid, 

A dark and imforgotten imasiue, 

Graver than the gliosl of phusure^ 

Till at last, at Winter’s call, 

We die, and arc forgot by all I 
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XIX.—LOWLY l>LRA.Sl’Rr.S. 


Methinks I love .all common tliimrs ; 

The common .air, the common Honor ; 
The dc.ar kiml common tlioiiolK ihnt s|irin;'3 
From hearts that have no other dower, 
No other wealth, no other |ioner. 

Save love ; and will not that ie|>ay 
For all else fortune tears away i 

Methinks I love the horny hand 

That labours nntil dusk I'noii ihiwii ; 
Methinks I love the russ.-t hand. 

Beyond the hand of silk or liiwii ; 

And, oh ! the lovely lanelitor dr.iwn 
From peasant lips, when sunny .May 
Leads in some llonery holiday ! 

Wh.it Rood are fancies rare, that rack 
With painliil thotiRlit the poet’s brain 1 
Alas ! they cannot bear ns h ick 
I'tito hap|iy years atjaln ! 

But the white rose without stain 
Bnniteth times and thoiiRhts of flowers. 
When youth was bonnteeus as the hours 1 

K’eti now, were 1 but rich, my hand 
Sliould t^ien like a vernal cloud. 

When’t cji-stJi itH Ifoiinty on a laml 
In music swr<>t loud : 

lint I am of the Inindilc crowd ; 

And tliUH am 1 content to he, 

It tliou, sweet Muse, wdt cherish me ! 



XX.—TO OUR NEIfillBOUR’S HEALTH 


Send the rod wine round to-nigl:l, 

For the blast is bitt(‘r cold : 

Let us sing a song that 'slight; 
Merry rhymes are good as gold. 

Here's unto our ivighhour’s health I 
Oh ! he ]>l:»ys the better part; 

Doing good,—blit not by stealth : 

Is lie not a noble heart 1 

Should you !)id me tell his name,— 
Show wherein his virtues dwell ; 
'Faith, (I SjM*ak it to iny shame,) 

I should scarce know what to tell, 

“ Is he —*—** ”Sir, he is a thing 
Cast in common human clay ; 

’Tween a h<*ggar and a king ; 

Fit to order or obey.” 

“ He is, then,* a soldier hrave ? 

“ No ; he dotii not kill his kin, 
Pampering the luxurious gr-ave 
Witli the blood and bones of sin.’* 

“ Or a Judg(‘ ?"—lie doth nfit sit 
Maliinghucksters* bargains plain; 
Piercing cobwebs with his wit; 
Cutting tangled knots in twain.” 

“ He is an Abbot, then, at least ?”— 
“ No, he is not proud and blithe : 
Leanng prayer t<i humble priest. 
Whilst he champs the golden tithe. 
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Ilo U l)rave» but be is nii'ek : 

Ne)t as jud^ie or siddier soouis ; 

N(»t like Abbot proud and slet'k : 

Yet his dreams arc sUrry dreams,— 

Such as lit the World of old 
Throu^di tile darkness of her way ; 

Such as mitdjt. il elmrly told. 

Guide blind Future into day. 

Never hath lie sought to rise 
On a friend’s or neigldiour’s fall ; 

Never slurivd a foe with lies : 

Never shrunk from hunger’s call : 

But from morning until eve. 

And through Autumn into Spring, 

He hath kept hiscourso, (Ijolieve.) 
Courting neither slave nor king. 

lie,—whatever be his name, 

For I know it not ariglit,— 

He deserves a wi<ler lame ; 

Come,—here’s to his licalth, to-night! ” 


XXT—TO A POET ABANDONING IIIS ART. 


Frieno ! desert not thou the Muse ! 

Shun not—Kcorn not her control ! 
Thou the yellow dross inay'si lose, 

But thou 'It gain the wealth of soul. 
What is gold, unless it hring 

More than gold lias over brought 1 
Wh*it is gold, if to it rling 
Narrower vision, meaner thought 1 
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Thf*y wlio bid us bend tlie spirit 
'I’oa base or j)o<u’ <b'sirc, 

Little know wliat they inherit 
Who unto tlie skies aspire. 
liCt them (if tiie body claim 
All their sordid hope and care,) 
Leave the poet to his fatiie, 

Ills shadowy joy,—his liner air. 

Some there be, who fed no pain, 

So tlie baser mark ihev shun, 
Shouting;, wlieii their end they irain, 

“ Joy is joy,—however won.’’ 

To us diviner dreams arc j^iven ; 

To us a sweet-voiced aiijfel siniis, 

“ What were Karth without its Heaven 
The Soul without its wings ? ’’ 


XXII.—IGNORANCE IS BLISS. 

Rains fall ; suns shine ; winds dec ; 
Brooks run ; yet few know how. 
i)o not thou tog deeply search 
Why thou lov’st iiio now ! 

Perhaps, hy some conimaiid 
Sent earthward from aliove, 

Thy heart was doomed t<» lean on mine 
Mine to enjoy thy love. 

Why ask. when joy doth .‘'Hiile, 

From what bright heaven it fell I 
Men mar tin* heauly ot thtdr dreams 
By tracing Uidr source too nell. 
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XXIII.— MKVS; DIViXJOR. 

Love is born in joy, 

And is bn d in sorrow, 

Clomly dark to-day, 

Sunshiny to-ni(»rrow; 

Clianffing throuijli each ''oa<on, 

Without any reason. 

Koason !—let it l)«‘nd 
,Ti) an instinct finer ; 

True as ax*e its rules, 

^J’here is “ mind diviner*' 

Shining oVr its suinniini', 

Like an anj'ers coniin*;; 

'riiou^hts that pass the stars, 

Love more sweet than flouei’S, 

I’aith that stedfast Hliin<‘s 
Tlirouj'h the endless Imurs ; 
brightening every season. 

True,—yet passing reason. 

Measure, if thou wilt. 

Light, and air, an<l ocean ; 

Leave us, undefaced. 

Our divine emotion,— 

Poot^s. propli.'t’s story, 

And th * world of Glory. 

You, whose poor-house balance 
Weighs nut wattt and crime ; 

You, whos(' sordi<l ledgers 
Crush the poet’s rhyme, 

Leave us teai*s and laugliter. 
Andthehopcofliopcs, - Eternal bright Hereafter! 
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XXJV.—IlKNiU QUATKK. 


1 » 0 LD llolui (^uatre ! gay soven ign! champion strong! 
W'lioKc lifi» was mil* wild sscone <»t lovo and war, 

Ih'i’o wast thou (thou the iuir of all Navarro) 

N'iu*s(mI to the inu.sie of a jn-asant’s song : 

And well it was, iiiderd, wltoji thou wast young, 

'I’hat fearless Truth and s<tcial Nature taught 
'I'ijoe Icsstnis, unto monarehs seldom brought ; 

Anil duties, wiiicdi to men and Kings belong. 

lb* siir<*, when jirinoes learn,—hnidst equal mates, 
Fiequent denial, scant and rugged fare, 

I’r.ink inlereourse witli social joy and <‘are, 

Tin ir virhu* from siieli wbolesomo le^wons da.rs. 
Tiuse fit them to breatlie well tiod's Imman air. 

And teach them how to sway the hearts 4»f slat* s. 


XXV.—A C’ATAIXHJUF OF COMMON-PFACKS. 


“ WiiAT is Fiarth ! ” the poet saith. 

• It is a pliH’o of birth and deatli; ' 

A school wli4'r<‘in tliu sclHxdimui teach, 

And never pnietise ns they preaeh : 

Where' Oreek and Fatin stamp the seliolar; 

Where Fame is recUoiied by tl'.e dollar; 

Wlu're Scamlal and false Innu-^. fh» 

• Taint all that weunen and e'en iium do ; 

Where Fie the fii'st is pc'erKss reekoiu'd, 

Until thrust out by Lie the second : 

Where Candour, Worth, and Tliought are sleeping; 
Where Cant is upwards, upwanis erei piug ; 
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Where Ajje is drivelling ; Youth ped.'iiitic ; 
Religion frozen, or else frantic ; 

Where great Palaver despot reigneth ; 

Where Wisdom to the moon coinphuiieth ; 
Where folks who winds and waters measure, 
And chattering Savant take their pleasure, 

And meet each year from hall and college. 
Stunning the sonl with scraps of knowledge ; 
Where Strengtli is right; where Truth is wrong 
Wliere Genius slirinks into a song ; 

Where struggling Girlhood toils and dies ; 
Where Childhoo<l pines ; where llutiger cries, 
And none rospondeth to its call; 

And vet—Uue Ileaveu is over all! 


XXVI.—AN EXTRAV \<JA\Z \ 

BY VICTOR IiruO. 

Enfant! si y^t.us roi. je doniifraw I’l-inpir**, lir. 


1 ’d give, Girl, (were t hut a king,) 
Tlirone, sceptre, empire—everything; 

My people suppliant on the knee ; 

My ships, that crowd the subject sea; 

My ^rown, my hutlis of porphyry, 

For one sweet look trtuii thee I 

Wore I a God, Pd give—the air. 

Karth, and the sea ; the angoK fair ; 

The skies ; the golden worlds around ; 
The dteinons, whom my laws have bound; 
Chaos, and its dark progeny ; 

All space, and ail eternity, 

For one love-kiss from ihee ! 
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XXVn.-.LOVE AND LIGHT 

It is not in the quality of Love 

To be relieved from human error quite ; 

Nor quite unsullied is yon Orb above, flight, 

That tills the u’erhanji'ing heavens with warmth and 
And, from its vast and ever-burniii" fountains, 

Sheds on the slumbering earth those sumnter showers. 
Which clothe her meads with green, and bid her moiin* 
tains 

Shoot forests forth, in joy. And yet, 0 Love ! 0 Sun I 
What a world were ours, 

Did ye not both your radiant journies run, 

And touch us with your brightness, pure and kind ! 


XXVIII.—THE TWIN-BOUN. 

Hope ! —is he for over glad ? 

SoriDW !—is slio always ssnl ? 

(Sorrow—is not that Iht name, 

Wh(» hath won so sad a fame ?) 

Doth lie ever smiling look ? 

Doth she gaze, as on a book, 

Always on the pictured past, 

While her eyes are llowiiig fast I' 

Sit by me !—sit by me ! 

Let us watch, and wo shall see 
If such changeless things can be, 
Where all is mutability. 

So, glad Spirit, as I s]>eak, 

Q'hou hast toai*s on thy young cheek, 
Like the frosli dew <m the rose ! 

And 8w»vt Sorrow (though siio kno\^s 

D 2 
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She must turn to tears ajjaiii,; 

Siiiiloth in a paus<* of )min. 

Thus rach telleth, in sw( (‘t j^uise, 

Tliat Grief must K'avt* the s:»<hlcst ovos ; 
That even Hope iisolf must ily, 

With a soh luul with u si^h ; 
lint that c:u*h ivtunicth soon, 

As constant as tlie moon ! 


XXIX.—A COMMON’ 'rilOCtiHr. 

Alt. faces molt in sinil»‘s ami toar‘<, 

StirrM up oy many a passion su'a.n.t'o, 
(Likini:s, loatlhni's, wishes, hars,) 

Till (h*atli: —(him omls all clianu;t‘. 

Then kini; ami peasant, bri<)o ami imin 
Wear but one ! 

Sprint;, all beauty, ayo lau^Iis ItMul ; 

.Summers smile, ami AiUntnns r.n**, 
lint Winter puts on his wliite shroml, 

Ami lies <lown in his ^rave ; 

Ami \\!u*n tlie next soft season nears, 
lie (listippoars! 

Merry Sprint for chiMish face ; 

Summer for yoiinj; luanhiuHl bohl; 
Aiitumii for a yravor race ; 

Wint'-r for the ol<l! 

After that,—what seasons run ? 

Alas I not one! 

Tln*n all the chauKinK passions fa»lo ; 

Tlien all the seiU'ons stranLj<‘ liava* pass’*! 
Anri r»vor s]>rearls one boumlless shurle, 
Which must for over last: 

Then liife's nncounterl samls are run, 

Aiul—all is (lone ! 
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XXX.—A PHANTASY. 

I in:.\R tljy brcatli *. His soft and near, 
’Tis sweeter than the close of day, 
When June o\ rtahes the nmiden May 
Amidst tlio unhiown ej'lantines, 

And round her scented hosmu twines. 
I liear tiiy step, ’tis liidit and near : 
Tell me where ilost hide, my dear? 
Voice.—Far awayy/ar aicay! 

Underneath wlnjt droojnng sh(*wers 
Of Idae and lahurnum ilnwers \ 

Voice.—Far OKay ! 

My love, iny lady Lily, fair, 

(Uairer than the crowned rose is.) 

Is it in tl»e cow.slip lair. 

Where the sweet South wind reposes, 
That thou df>«t lie 
All the sprinj'-time long, and sigh, 
With the river by thy side, 
Murmurini; liKe a onc*<hiy’s hrido t 
Ilush !—(live ans\\<-p, Spirit sweet! 
Ah, J hear thy tender feet 
Hustling in the grass unniown : 

Nay, at times, when all alone 
On the ino(uilit moor I walk, 

I cjin Bce thee, with a star 
On thy forehead, from afar. 

Shall 1 ever dare to talk 
With thy sweet ghost all alone I 
What, thongh men do swear to mo 
Thou art all a phnnkusy, 

Thou wilt live witli me, as true 
As the stars arc to tin* hlne. 

Time may all alter : Youth be de ad ; 
And the Sjjring mav hide her liead ; 
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And the friend, now near my heart. 
May dfsort his better part ; 

Mut Tlum ever wilt remain 
111 niy iieart and in my i>rain, 
Truer, to the in waul eye, 

Than many a gross reality. 


XNXI.—ON A LADV SLANDKUKD. 


IIKR doom is writ: her name is grown 
Familiar in the common inoiitli ; 

And she who was, when all unknown, 

Like a sunbeam bursting from tlie south, 
Is overshadowed by her fate ; 

By others’ envy, others* hate I 

I loved licr when her fame was clear; 

I love her now her fam<i is dark : 

Tw'Ice—thricM*—a thousand times more dear 
is she, with Slander’s serpent mark, 

Than Beauty that did never know 
Sliadow,—neither shame nor woe. 

Let who will admire—-adore 

Her whom vulgar crowds do praise ; 

J irlil /ore my Lore the more 
When ahe falh on (til days! 

Truer, firiwer will I b<‘, 

When the truth-liko fail or flee. 

Bird of mine! tho* rivers wide, 

And wild seas betw'eeii us run. 

Yet 1 ’ll some day come, with pride, 

And serve thee, from sun to bun; 
Meantime, all ray wishes flee 
To thy nest beyond the sea ! 
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Mourn not! let a l>ri;(iUor ilofun, 
Bribed no an^uMi in tliy inhid : 

If the i*ORo liath most porluTne, 

It iiatli BtiU tbo thorn Ixdiind : 

If tiu* Kun he at its hei^dit. 

Think what follows,—certain night. 

Murmur not! wliatever ill 
(^)mcth, am / not thy friend, 

(In faUe times tho firinor still) 
Without changing, x'itl'out end! 
Ah ! if one true friend be thine, 
Dare not to repine ! 


XXXII.—TO A SLEKPER. 


Sleep, maiden,—gentle maiden. 
Through the calm night! 
lie thy tender heart unladen 
Of its burtlion quite ! 

And, when golden Morning streaming 
Wakoneth thee from happy dreaming. 
With its oriental light. 

Rise,—and lot tity humble ]*rayer 
Thank the God who made thee lair ; 
Fair and happy, fit to dwell 
On a tlironc or in a cell. 

Shun the fevers of the mind. 

Envy, Hate, Ambition blind, * 

Too much Love, (if love thou must,") 
And the passions horn of dust. 

Learn to soothe another's smart; 

Learn to rule thy own warm heart: 

For, of all the tre.'isnres sent 
Downwnnls from the azure air. 

Know, there’s nought that may compare 
With tlie sweetest sweet.—Content! 
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SoN(i-v 


XXXill.—A Dlliiu-:. 

Ill '.ui: ^'llo wiiom r >riinu‘ j. .1 
With the \'u'i::iii wr.-jUli i t ^'ouili, 

Ji -.'rnty, nn<l tho lovo of Tnith, 

(loldoji hjmfloss l''.nin% 

Tu. iity-tun»s tiMnsii\i(to l name ! 

Hero .shi‘ lic".* «h sr*rt<-il, ur.nl ! 
nlu'', ainl on hn* In jnl 

Tin* e('M ami ernmhliui; n.iiili is -.howcri-d ! 
Not a stone is at lier h et ; 

Not a )>u<l. nith Smimu'r s\vo(‘t, 

SliM'petli on l>er \vinclin:;'sln‘<*t. 

Vet wliat (h» sueh j)Of>r wants a\ail ? 

The s:nl-i*M »l wi«lo\v» Pity p.tli*. 

WiM‘|)*-t!i when her stor\'s tolil ; 

1Im\v 1n*i* 1‘.\c was loft lor ir**!*! ; 
llow. ile>srr:' ainl <looincd to l.nl**, 

{I’ll ^•l■n»‘^lll^ tho Ljrren ^ia''S lai'i.) 

Sli” !• It Imn wlios ' s *rilul prnlo 
u her lor u nieaner hr.tie ! 


XXMV.—^ 1 . 

Sw T frieml, let ’s inourii in innsic 
i’.i • ]»a'“’*Ani' of the \ e.»r ; 

Ft*’^h Anfumn’.s spiey hne/fS ; 

I * o sunny Summer ei< ar ; 

An 1 Sprim;, so sw»'* t ami la aiitihd, 
W’heii thoughts were ne\< r <ln ar, 

Afl (Ifeamst that wanned r>nr sliunher, 
I)lK*.olve in nnn ning gray ; 

Ah friends that lov<*d our ehildliood, 
All shriiik and turn to clay ; 
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So our somo months’ i‘on)j>anioii 
Fjnlcth at last away. 

Ho fafh’th, ho (h jiarti th, 

Boyoiid all iiiiiiiaii Ivon ; 
lioarinj; tlu' sins, and ai^onics, 

Ilo]K*s, foars, anci Jn\s of men ; 
Lnatiu'd, di'oad<‘d, l(>\(d. )anH-ntc<! . 
Nrvor to <‘i»nu‘ a_i;;un ! 

What sounds <)f lUo and lanijhter 
Wi*rr ponj’od into his oar : 

What ihoiii^htjp, dchuhts, and fantasies. 
He pasM'd in hi> eareiT, 

We know not: Once so chtTisln'd, 

T!>4‘ de«Ml>f»r 'rime lla^c« ]>i-ri'.hej, 
Like the tlowers upon liis hier. 


XXXV.—S'lWNZAS. 


That was not u harreji time, 

WluMi tile new ^^"cn*Ill ealinly lay. 
Bare unto the Irosty rime, 

Open to the huniinj; day. 

Thonirh her youinj limhs wen' not clad 
With tlu* colours of the spring, 

Yet she was all inward ghol, 

Knowiiie nil she hoiv witinn, 

Undeveloped, hloss«nning. 

There was Beauty, Mich as fei ds 
FN»ets in their s<M*rei iionrs ; 

Music mni«‘; and all the srr<ts 
Aiul the '-igiis of a)] the (lo\v<*rs. 
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There was wealth, beyond tlie gold 
Hid in oriontol caves ; 

There was—all we now behold 

’Tween our cradles and our graves. 

Judge not, then, the Poet’s dreams 
Barren all, and voiil of good : 

There are in them azure gleams. 
Wisdom not all understood. 

Fables, with a heart of truth; 

Mysteries, that unfold in light ; 
Morals, beautiful for youth ; 

Starry lessons fur the diglit. 

Unto Man, in peace .and strife. 

True and false, anil weak and strong. 
Unto all, in dcatli and life. 

Speaks the poet in his song 


XXXVI.—SONG, AFTER LABOUR. 


Labour’s strong and merry children, 
Comrades of the rising sun. 

Let us sing sotne songs together, 

, Now our toil is done. 

No desponding, no repining ! 

Leisd're must by toil be bought. 
Never yet was good acconi)dished. 
Without hand and thought. 

Even God’s all holy labour 

Framed the air, the stars, the sun ; 
Built our earth on deep foundations ; 
And—the World was won ! 
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XXXVII.—THE SAILOR’S LAJIEXT FOR THE 
SKA. 

Mrtiuy Oc<‘n,n ! Honest Ocean I 
\Vlier(‘fore did I fly fj oni thee ? 

Thou, whatever wind came fawning^ 

Ever wast a friend to me: 

Joy was on thy morning billows, 

Q,uiet on thine evening wave; 

In the South a* world of pleasures, 
in the North—at least a grave. 

But amongst these sullen moorlands, 

Nothing that 1 seek 1 find; 

Neither hope, nor pain, nor pleasure, 

N<tt even a traiujuil mind. 

Once I had a dream :—wlierever 
1 was sailing—near or far, 

I couhl always sec it sparkle 
In the distance, like a star ! 

But at last it faded: Helen— 

Ah, why do i name her name 

Even n<»w 1 feel my forehead 
Flushing with its ancient shame ; 

She it is whose falsehood briiigeth 
Darkness of the heart on me ; 

She it is whoR(^ falsehood drives me 
To thy stormy arms, 0 Sea ! 

Once—no matter—I remember 
I did love my father’s field, 

Every daisy, every berry 
That the autumn hedge did yield: 

But such tilings delight no longer ; 

There is cliange in them or me • 
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So, once more. I'll mate my Spirit 
With the spirit of the Sea. 

Como, old comrades I Hearty seamen ! 

Arc ye iu»t fatii'ued with shore \ 

Shall we not go forth together 
One long venturous voyage inoi’c 1 
Come ! Let's on, where waters soothe -us ; 

Where all winds can whistle fr<‘e : 

Hearts [ tliei*c’s nowluTc shed or shelter 
Like our own true home—the Sea 1 


XX.XVIIL—THE PORT AND THE FlSHEIt. 

(DUET.) 


P .— 0 Fisiieji, who dost ever love to stand 
liy waters streaming ! 

F .—0 Poet, who dost lie, at Love's command, 

In azure dreaming ! 

P .—What is it bids us face, 'midst rain and wind, 

The wild Spring weatln r 1 

F .— What strange and unknown tie dotli help to bind 
Such souls together 1 


F .—What know'st thou, Poet, of the tedious time 
The fisher loseth % 

1 *.—What know'st tliou, h'islmr, of the precious rhyme 
The bard abnseth ? 

F .—I only know that Health and Pleasure thrive 
In any season, 

P.—Enough : we 'll let our April friendship live 
Without a ivason. 
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XXXIX_TO .0. MACLISi:, R.A. 


On!— from honour unto lioijour ; (let nor praise nor 
pdf alliii'o !) 

Onwards, ui>wards be thy course, and let tliy foot 
be firm and sure. 


IT. 

There is ll-iffaelle still before tlice ; Titian, Michael, 
Kemhi'iuult, all ; 

Now for a vijienuiH effort; knit thy sinews and thou 
shalt not fail. 


HI. 

In thy land is IToj^arth’s glory ; side by side with 
lb‘\Holds’ ianu; ; 

Much to s}nir thee, nought to daunt thee :— Dare ! and 
thou shalt do the same. 


IV. 

On the Karth are lands untrodden ; (somewhere un- 
doau ath the sun ;) 

Azure heights yet unascended ; palmy countries to be 
won. 


tn tlic Ib art’s diviner regions, there are thoughts that 
stir th<* soul, • 

Till it shoots the hounds of darkness, past where stars 
and planets roll. 


r VT. 

In the cottage as the palace, in the clown as in the 

king. 

Infinite endless passions reign, and with them change 
and conduct bring;— 
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vtr. 

Love, whose sti’ciiffth doth vanquish sorrow ; Freedom, 
wealthy witli his ertist; 

Trutli the servant; Fai(h the martyr; Hope that 
soareth from the dust. 

VJfl. 

Life in all its sunny aspects,—All the moods of vice and 
pain 

Lie before thee:—Oh ! be certain, nothlwj need be 
sought ill vain. 


XL.—SONG. 


CoMK,—let me dive into thine eyes I 

So dim, so d«‘ep, so filled with love ! • 

Touchc'd witli soft azure, like tlie skies, 

When evening veils the light above. 

Come,—let me gaze upon thy hand ! 

No ring 1—all’s fair and virgin white! 

Thy heart ? 1 would 1 could connnaiid 
Thy heart to open on my sight. 

Yet, no: I Ml trust those stars of blue, 

And ask them now my doom divine: 

No nec<l: thy lips give answer true ; 

They move,—they murmur,—** 1 am thine I ” 
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XLT.—FOR MUSIC. 


Now whilst ho dreams, O Muses, wind him round ! 

Send down thy silver words, 0 murmuring Rain ! 
Haunt him, sweet Music! Fall, with gentlest sound,*— 
Like dew, like night, upon his weary brain ! 

Come, Odours of the rose and violet,—bear 
Into his charmed sleep all visions fair ! 

So may the lost bo found, 

So may his thoughts by tender Love be crowned, 

And Hope come shining like a vernal morn, 

A 11*1 with its beams adorn 

The Futuiv, till he hreathes diviner air, 

In some soft Heaven of joy, beyond the range of Care ! 


Let us sing and sigh 1 
Let us sigh and sing ! 

Sunny haunts h.ave no such pleasures 
As the shadows bring ! 

Who would seek the crowd ! 

^yho would seek the noon ! * 

That could woo the pale maid Silence 
Underneath the moon I 

Smiles are things for youth, 

Tilings for a merry rhyme ; 

But the voice of Pity suiteth 
Any mood or time. 
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XLUI.—A U)VK SONG. 

Laugh not, nor wec]) ; but let tliino eyes 
Grow soit and (so lovo should be) ; 
And be tliv breathing tender, (juude, 

And tremulous, whilst I gaze on thee. 

And let thy vvoinIs be few or none ; 

But inuriniirs, such as sootlie t!ic air 
iu summer wlicn the day is done, 

Be hear<i, sweet heart, when 1 am there. 

And I—oh ! T, in those soft times 
When all around is still and sweet, 

Will love thee more a thousand times 
Than if tlie world was at thy feet ! 


XLIV_SONG. 


Love me if I live ! 

Love me if I die ! 

What to me is life or death, 

So that thou be nigh ? 

On.ee I loved thee rich, 

Now 1 love thee poor ; 

Ah • what i> there I could not 
For thy sake endure t 

Kiss me for my love ! 

Pay me for my pain ! 

Come! and murmur in my ear 
How thou luv’st agaiu I 
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XLV.—SONO. 


Si.v(j no more ! Thy heart is crossed 
By some dire thing : 

Sing no more ! Thy lute has lost 
Its one sweet string. 

The music of the heart and lute 

Are mute—are mute 1 

Laugh no more ! The earth hatli taught 
A false, fond strain : 

Laugh no more ! Thy soul hath caught 
The grave's first stain. 

The j)lea8ures of llie world ai'o known, 

And flown—and flown ! 

Weep no more ! The fiercest pains 
Were lov<', were pride: 

Weep no more ! The world’s strong chains 
Are east aside. 

And all the war of life must cease, 

In peace,—in peace ! 


XLVt.—A SONG ; ' 

ON AN Or.D SDRJXCT. 


Like a rose sjmnjg Jeanie, 
From a blue May hour, 
Friendship nil her pride, 
Virtue all her dower. 
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Like a rose spread Jeaiiie, 
Whom warm skies illume; 
Like its breath, in sweetness ; 
Like its dye, iii bloom. 

Like a rose fell Jeanie, 

Smit by winter cold ; 

Loved—destroyed—derided : 
So,—her tale is told! 

Oh, too tender woman 1 
Heed her shame—her pain : 
Let’s not tell her story 
A thousand times in vain ! 


XLVII.—SONG. 

I LOVE him ; I dream of him ; 

I sing of him by day; 

And all the night 1 hear him talk. 
And yet—he’s far away 1 

There’s beauty in the morning; 

There’s sweetness in the May ; 
There’s music in the running stream 
And yet—he’s far away 1 

I love him ; I trust in him ; 

He trusteth me alway : 

And so the time flii's hopefully, 
Although—he’s far away 1 
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XLVIII.—QU^:STION AND REPLY. 

Tell me wliat thou lovcst beat ? 

Vernal motion I Sunnnev rest ? 

Winter, with his merry rliyines ! 

Or tlie grand Aiituniiiai times ? 

JJost thou Saxon beauty prize ? 

Or, in England, love-lit eyes? 

Or the brown Parisian’s grace? 

Or the wavm-sourd Bordelaibc ? 

Or the forehead broad and clear 
Which the Italian Damns wear, 
Braiding round their niglit-blnck Iinir, 
Circe-like t—Or the Spnnisli air, 

Where the Moor has mixed his blood 
With the dull Castilian tlt)od, 

Giving life to sleepy pride I 
Tell me, where wouhLt thou abide, 
Choosing for thyself a s<!ason, 

And a mate,—tor sweet Love’s reason t 

Nought for country should I care, 

So my mate were true and fair: 

But for Acr—0 ! slie should he 
(Thus fur I’ll confess to thcc)— 

Like a bud when it is blowing ; ^ 

Like a brook when it is flowing, 
(Marred by neither heat nor cold); 
Fashioned in the lily’s mould,— 

Stately, queen-like, very fair ; 

With a motion like the air; 

Glances full of morning light, 

When the morn is not too bright; 

With a forehead marble pale, 

Wlien sad Pity ttdls her tale ; 

And a soft scarce-tiiicted clicek, 
(Flushing but when she doth speak ;) 
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For her voice, ’t should have a t<»nc 
Sweetest when with me alone ; 

And Love himself should seek his nest 
Within the fragrance of her breast 1 


XL1X.~T0 TIIK SOUTH WIND. 

0 SWEET South Wind ! 

Long liast tliou lingtjred ’midst, those islands fair, 
Which lie, enchanted, on the Indian deep, 

Like sea-maids all asleep, 

Charmed by the cloudless sun and azure air ! 

O sweetest Southern Wind ! 

Pause here awhile, and gently now unbind 
Thy dark rose-crowned hair 1 

Wilt thou not unloose now, 

In this, the bluest of all hours, 

Thy passion-coloured flowers ?— 

Rest; and let fall the fragrance from thy brow, 

On Beauty’s parted lips and closed eyes, 

And on her cheeks, wiiich crimson like the skies ; 
And slumber on her bosom, white as snow. 

Whilst staiTy Midnight flies I 

We, whot.i the northern blast 

Blows on, from night till morn, from morn till eve. 

Hearing thee, sometimes grieve 

That onr poor summer’s day not long may last: 

And yet, perhaps, ’twere well 

We should not ever dwell 

With thee, sweet Spirit of the sunny South ; 

But touch thy odorous mouth 

Once, and be gone unto our blasts again, 

And their bleak welcome, and our wintry snow ; 
And arm us (by enduring) for that pain 
Which the had world sends forth, and all its uoe ! 
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The rain ia falling ; 

The wind is loud ; 
The morning is hiding 
Behind a cloud ; 

The stars are scattered 
By dawn of day ; 

But where is my iover ! 
Afar—away! 


The East is brighter; 

The wind is still; 

The sun is rising 
Beyond the hill ; 

It c<micth—it shineth ; 

The dawn is day ; 

And the step of njy lover—! 
It comes this way. 

All, tlie sky—it changeth, 
The rain—the sun, 

As the hope tliat we cherish 
Is lost or won. 

What caiv for the shadows, 
If hearts be gay ? 

Wliat use in the summer, 

If friends decay I , 

The bloom of the seasons 
Will come, will fly ; 

And the heavens will alter, 
We know not why : 

But the mind that we temper 
Is our domain ; 

An<l the Truth of the Spirit 
Should c;on 4 uer pain. 
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Close at the edge of a busy town, 

A liuge 4 ua(lrangulur luaiisioii stands ; 

Its rooms are all filled with the parish poor ; 

Its walls arc all built by pauper hands ; 

And the pauper old and the pauper young 
Peer out, through the grates, in sullen bands. 


Behind, is a patch of earth, by thorns 

Fenced in from the mooFs wide marshy plains 

By the side, is a gloomy lane, that steals 
To a quarry now filled with years of rains: 

But within, within ! There Poverty scowls, 
Nursiug in wrath her brood of pains. 

iti. 

Enter and look ! In the high-walled yards 
Fierce men are pacing tlie barren ground : 

Enter the long bare chambers;—girls 
And women are sewing, without a sound ; 

Sewing from dawn till the dismal eve, 

And not a laugh or a song goes round. 

0 IV. 

No communion—no kind thought 

Dwells in the paupoFs breast of care ; 

Nothing but pain in the grievous past; 

Nothing to come but the black despair^ 

Of bread in prison, bereft of friends. 

Or Hunger, out in the open air ! 


Where is the bright-haired girl, that once 
With her peasant sire was used to play ? 
Where is the boy whom his mother blessed, 
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Whofje eyes were a light on her weary way 1 
Aj>ai*t—barred out (so tlie law ordaius ;) 

Barred out from each other by night and day. 


VI. 

Letters tliey teach in their infant schools ; 

But where arc the lessons of great God taught! 
J^essons that child to the parent biiid-~ 

Habits of duty—love uiibought ? 

Alas ! small good will be learned in schools 

Where Natui’c is trampled and turned to nought. 

vri. 

Seventeen summers, and where the girl 
Who never grew up at her father’s kneel 
Twenty autumnal storms have nursed 
The pauper’s boyhood, and where is he ? 

She eariieth her bread in the midnight lanes : 

He toileth in chains by the Southern Sea. 


0 Bower ! 0 Prudence ! Law !—look down 
Prom your heights on the pining poor below I 
O sever not hearts which God hath joined 
^ Together, on earth, for weal and woe ! 

O .Senators grave, grave truths may be. 

Which ye have nut learned, or deigned to kuow. 


O Wealth, come forth with an open haii<V! 

0 Charity, speak with a softer sound I 
Yield pity to Age—to tender Youth— 

To Love, wherever its home be Mund ! 

, .. But / ceaKf —for I hear, in the night to come, 
'I'lie cannon’s blast, and the rebel drum, 

Shaking the firm-set English ground 1 
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Lll.—PASTORAL. 


Tiir jrii l I love is l(»\vly born ; 

She is not rich, she is not fair; 

And yet her presence is to me 

Like the breath of the morning air. 

*Tis fresh with thoughts all innocent; 

'Tis fragrant with the words of love ; 
And her eyes sixed blessings, like tlxe Dawn 
Opening Heaven above. 

For these and other things I love 
The lowly love-born child of earth : 
Scorn not: How many love for h;s.s 
Tlian a thousandth part her wonh I 


LIH_THE PAr*E QVEKX. 

I AM the Queen anointed,—crown’d ; 

My forehead is all with roses bouinl, 

Blit pale, all pale ! 

With rosemary bouglxs and slips of yew^ 
Witn violets shrunk, and lilies, too, 

But pale, still pale! 

I am the Bride whose arnxs are wound 
Aboxit iny lover without a sound ; 

I whisper soft, 

And he flies aloft. 

But pale, all pale ! 

Whatever I will—whatever I say, 
Wherever I look—all things oh« y ; 

From the iron clowxx to the kings of clay, 
My woi'ds no er fail: 
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I wither the butl, a)id the pnssion Itlooin ; 

] sitrip the rose of lior younj; |)«‘rlumo ; 

1 breathe—and the flower dotli bej>r no fruit; 
I cofiio—and (he singer’s voice is mute ; 

I’he harp unstrung, and lost the lute : 

And trumpets wail 

My coiniug, altliough ro battle’s near, 

And burst on tlie self-slain soldier’s bier, 

And hill and dale 

And fountains lone, and the running river, 

►Sea and sea-sliore, 

Hard rocks, and mountains cohl and hoar 
From all their echoing peaks cry out for ever, 
< Hail! hail! hail ! ’ 

And now, pale youth, I come to thee, 

Whose home is under the willow tn^e, 

And thou inay’st dream 

Where it dips its hair in the fond foinl stream 
Hut, arise !—arise ! 

What can come of human sighs, 

Tiover’s sorrow—weeping eyes— 

When all that cometh (piickly flies! 

Arise, and leave tliy buried bride, 

And come with me to the water’s side, 

Where lilies gay 

Lie sleeping on the shining tide, 

Wliich flies away 

Unto the ocean far and wide, 

Day after day ! ^ 

The weeping stars will be ever o’er thee, 

And she thou lov’st is gone bclorg tliee, 

So, ne’er delay : 

Tlic Fast is lost, tlic Present lone, 

So we will fly to a world unknown ; 

An<l he as thou wishest, sad or gay, 

Tlu’o* summer and spring, and winter day 
Come oi\ ! We will seek thy wasted bride : 
Beliold,—1 am Dcuthy the amorous-eyed, 

Who reign for aye I 
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LIV.—TITK STARS. 


‘ Without haste and without 


They glide upon their endless way, 
For ever calm, for ever bright, 

No blind burry, no delay, 

Mark the Daughter of tlie Night: 
They follow in the track of Day, 

III divine delight. 


II. 

And, oh! how still beneath the stars 
The once wild noisy Karth doth lie ; 

As though she now forsook her jars, 

And caught the quiet of the sk v. 

Pride sleeps; and Love (with all his seal's) 
In smiling dreams doth lie. 


iti. 

Shine on, sweet orbed Souls, for aye, 

F,or ever calm, for ever briglit : 

We ask not whither Ih'S your way. 

Nor whence ye came, nor what your light. 
Be, still,dream throughout the day, 

A blessing through the night! 
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LV.—THE EAST STAVE. 

Without friends, and \vilhr>nt money, 
Witliout power, without fame, 

Earth is hut a hitter fijiirden ; 

Life is hut a losing game : 

Tliere a heart within my bosom, - 
(Ah, I know it, by its pain,) 

Swiftness should be in my sinews. 

And within iny head,—a brain. 

Tell mo how, with these good servants, 
Song of mine, how we may fare ; 

Wo have but a paltry lodging, 

'Neath this hedge, in open air. 

Eain would I behold a dinner ; 

But such visions now ai*e rare : 

Peace I I see the hawthorn banquet: 
Come ; we '11 join the sparrows there. 

What avail are sages,—muses, 

If they bring not comforts nigh ? 

Ha ! they force me upwards—juiwards— 
Through the clouds—beyond the sky— 
Comets—planets—whirl around me— 
Storms and rains are rushing by,— 
Orb oil orb gives out its music,— 

1 am breathless—God, I die I 
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LVI.—THE RISING OF THE NORTH. 


Hark, —to the sound ! 

Without a tx*uin]>, without a drum, 
The wild-eyed, hungry Millions come, 
Along the echoing ground. 


It. 

From cellar and cave, fi'om street and lane, 
Each from his separate place of pain, 

In a blackening stream, 

Come sick, and lame, and old, and poor, 
And all who can no more endure ; 

Like a demon’s dream ! 

III. 

Starved children with their pauper sire, 
And labourers with their fronts of fire, 

III angry hum, 

And felons, hunted to their den, 

And ail wlio shanic the name of men, 

By millions come. 


The good, the bad come, hand in hand, 
Linked by that law which none withstand ; 
And at their head. 

Flaps no proud banner, flaunting high, 

But a shout—si nt upwards to the sky, 

Of ‘‘ Bread /—Bread / ” 


V. 

That word their ensign,—that the cause 
Whfbh bids tlicm bui*st the social laws. 
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In wrath, in pain ; 

That the sole boon ft>r lives of toil, 
Demand they i‘iN)m theiv natural soil 
Oh, not in vain ! 


VI. 

One sinj^le year, and some who now 
Come forth, with oaths and haggard brow, 
Read ])rayer and psalnj. 

In quiet Immes ; their sole desire, 

Rude comforts near their cottage fire, 

And Sabbath calm. 


But Hunger is an c>il foe: 

It strikelli Ti'uth and Virtue low, 

And Pride elate : 

Wild Hunger, stripped of hope and fear! 
It doth not weigh ; it will not hear *, 

It cannot wait. 


For mark, what comesTo-niglit, the poor 
(All mad) will burst tiic rich man's door, 
tVnd wine will run 
111 Hoods, ainl rafters blazing bright 
Will paint tlie sky with crimson light, 

Fierce as the sun ; 


rx. . • 

And plate carved round with quaint device, 
Ainl cups all gold will melt, like ico 
In Indian heat I * 

And queenly silks, from foreign lands, 

Will bear the stamjis of bloody hands, 

And ti’ainpling feet: 


And Munler —from Ins liidoous den 
Will come abroad and talk ^ men. 
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Till creatures bom 

For good, (whose hearts kind Pity nursed,) 
Will act the direst crimes they cuiacd, 

But yester-moru. 


XI. 

So, Wealth by Want will be o’ertlirown. 
And Want be strong and guilty grown. 
Swollen out by blood. 

Sweet Peace ! who sitt’st aloft, sedate, 
Who bind'st tho little to the groal, 

Canst Thwi not charm the serpent Hate ! 
And quell this feud 1 


xrr. 

Between the pomp of Croesus’ state, 

And Irus, starved by sullen Fate,— 
’Tween ‘ thee ’ and ‘ me,’— 

’Tween deadly Frost ami scorching Sun,—. 
The Thirty tyrants and the One,— 

Some space must be. 


Must the world quail to absolute kings, 

Or tyrant mobs, those meaner things. 

All nursed in gore,— 

Turk’s bowstring,—Tartar’s vile Ukase,— 

Grim Marat’s bloody baud, who pace 
From shore to shore ? 

XIT. 

Oh, God !—Since our bad world began. 

Thus hath it been,—from man to man 
War, to the knife! 

For bread—for gold—for words—for air 1 
Save us, 0 God ! and hear my prayer ! 

Save, save from shame,—from crime,—despair, 
Man's puny life! 



SONGS. 


LVII_THE SEA FIGHT. 


The Sun hath ridden into tl^e sky, 
And the Niglit gone to her luir ; 
Yet all is asleep 
On the mighty Deep, 

And all in the calm gray air. 


All seemeth as calm as an infantas dream. 
As far as the eye may kon : 

Hut the cannon blast, 

Tliat just now passed, 

Hath awakened ten thousand men. 

lit. 

An order is blown from ship to ship ; 

All round and round it rings ; 

And each sailor is stirred 
► By the warlike word, 

And his jacket he downwardi flings. 


IV. 

lie atrippeth his arms to his shoulders strong 
He girdeth his loins about: * 

And be answers the cry 
Of his foemen nigh, ^ 

With a cheer and a noble shout. 


V. 

"What follows ?—a puff, and a flash of light, 
And the booming of a gun ; 

And a scream, that shoots 
To the hearths red roots, 

And we know that a flght's Wgun. 
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VI. 

A thousand sliot are at once let louse : 

Kiicli liies from its brazen don, 

(Like the Plague's swift breath,) 

On its deed of death, 

And smites down a file of men. 

VII. 

The guns in their thick-tor.giied thunder speak, 
And the frigates all rock and ride, 

And timbew orasb, 

And the mad waves dash, 

Fi'aming all far and wide : 

VIII. 

And high as the skies run piercing cries, 

All teliiiig one talc of woe,— 

That the struggle still, 

Between good and ill, 

Goes on, in the earth below. 

* * * * ^ 

IX. 

Pay pauses, in gloom, on bis western road : 
The Moon returns again : 

But, of alUwho looked bright, 

In the morning light. 

There are only a thousand men. 

, X. 

Look up, at the brooaing clouds on high ! 

Look up, at the awful sun ! 

And, behold,—the sea flood 
Is all red with blood : 

Hush 1—a battle is lost,—and wou I 



LVm,—THE WRECK. 


0 waiTiiKU arc we driven, o’er tlie waters so free, 
With tlic vapours ull around,and tiiu breakers on our 
loc: 

Not a light is in the sky, not a liglit is oi> the sea ! 

Ah, me ! ah, me I 


We are hurried to our doom : Oh, how wild and how 
strong 

Are the billows on whose bosom we arc beating along ; 
And the Tempest be is calling, (hark, how terrible his 
song !) For thee ! for me! 


III. 

The tlaindrr is awakened ; lie is talking to the Night: 
And see wliat cometh flooding down in cataracts ct 
light; 

’Tm his paramour, the Lightning ; she withereth my 
sight ; Ah, mo ! ah, me ! 


Oh, how the Storm doth follow us; and hearken to the 
Wind ! * 

He is round us; ho is over us ; he’s hurrying behind: 
lie is tearing me (the maniac, so cruel ^iiid so blind,) 
From thee, from thee ! 


Stay, stav, I hear a sound amidst the washing of the 
tide : 

It glidoth hy our vessel, now, whei*evor we do glide; 
'Xis the whale—it is the shark! nh, see, he turns 
upon Ins side : Lei’s flee, let’s fle< ! 
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VI. 

Ha ! tlio Uillows they are rising ; wo are lifteil iij> on 
high : 

Wo arc all amongst the clouds : we are rushing from 
the sky, 

Down, down, into the waters—Ah, have pity ! for I die ; 

O Sea ! (ir**at .N-a ' 
[T/ic boat 


LIX.-^TIIK TIMK OF CIIARLKMAtiNF. 


Thkrr was freedom in the forest; 

There was pUmty on the plain; 
Lusty peasants, noble heroes, 

111 the time of Charlemagne : 

Right was right, and wrong was evil ; 

Truth was never then too plain ; 
All the heart came forth in mnsic, 

In the time of Charlemagne. 


Kvery man was free to follow 
Dud, or wild beast to its den ; 

Every man maintained his quarrel 
Vf ith the sword and not the pen : 

Manly thoughts and simple liabits 

Drought us lioalth, ami banished pain: 
We have changed,—(for worse or better t) 
Since the time of Charlemagne. 


Beauty won her hloom from Nature ; 

Wives wore constant, maidens true ; 
Men were bold, strong, clear, iinbomling, 
As the brave bright steel they c]r(‘w. 
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None did me Imt by bis merit; 

None di<i sell bis soul for j;ain ; 
Words did never bide man’s iiieuiiing, 
In the time of Cbarlcniague. 


IV. 

What a king! lie fought, and vanquished 
Lombard, Saracen, Saxon, still 
Ruling every race be conquered 
Witli a deep consummate skill. 

Once, alone, false Fortune checked him,— 
Once, on Honcesvalles* plain : 

Save that <lay, all else was cloudless 
' 'J’brougli the time of Cbarlemagne. 


But—he died ! and be was buried 
In bis tomb of scul])tur<*d stone ; 
And they robed and placed ins body 
Upright on bis golden tbr<me : 

With his sword, and with the Bible 
Which through life he did maintairiy 
All strewn o’er with gems and spices, 
Sate the dead king Cliarlentague 1 


Since his time, the w<irld is altered ; 

Yet.—let ’» hope to see, again. 

All the sword’s old valour, »ningled 
Witli the wisdom of tliii pen ; 

Till those days shall come, dear Foots, 
Let us not }>erplcx our brain ; 

But, cmitent, love truth and valour 
Though iu time of Cliarloinagne* 
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LX.—THE APPROACH OF WlNl’ER. 


Winter coH is coming on ; 

No moro calls the cuckoo : 

No more doth the music gush 
From the silv<*r-throated thrush : 

No more now at evening pale,” 

Singeth sad the nightingale ; 

Nor the blackbird on tlic lawn ; 

Nor the lark at dewy dawn : 

Time hath wove* his songs anew. 

No moro young and dancing measures ; 

No more budding flowery pleasures: 

All is over,—all forgot; 

Save by me, who loved them not. 

Winter white is coming on ; 

And I love his coining : 

What, though winds the fields have sliorn,— 
What, though earth is half forlorn,— 

Not a berry on the thorn,— 

Not an insect humming ; 

Pleasure never can be dead ; 

]ieauty cannot hide her head ! 

Look] in what fantastic showers, 

The snow flings down her feathered flowers, 
Or whirls about, in drunken glee, 

Kissing its love, the holly tree. 

Beliold ! the Sun himself comes forth, 

And sends his beams fi*om south to north,— 
To diamonds turns the winter rime, 

And lends a glory to the time! 

Such days,—when old friends meet together, 
Are worth a score of mere spring weather ; 
And hark !—the merry hells awake ; 

They clamour blithely for our sake ! 
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The clock is sounding from the tower, 

‘‘ Four ”—“ five ”—’tis now —’s dinner-hour 
Come 011,-1 see liis table spread,— 

The sherry,—the claret rosy red, 

The champagne sparkling in the light,— 

By Bacchus ! we'll be wise to-night 1 


LXI.—A CHRISTMAS REMINISCKNCK 

Bo you still renunnher 

Wlien you and I were young, 

How tile merry cricki t talked, 

Uow the throstle sung 1 

How above our spring-tide 
Azure heaven hung ? 

Ah ! the times were im rry times, 

When you and I were young I 

Spo<‘d was in my footste])s ; 

Hope was in mine eye ; 

And the soul of Foesy 
Was my dear ally. 

Karth was then as beautiful,— 

Ay, as is the sky, 

When I look’d beside mo, 

And saw—that you were nigh. 

' • 

If my dreams were sinful, 

God forgave the crime ; 

For I look with calmness 
Back upon my prime. 

Have you (juite forgotten 
All that sunny time. 

When we whispmed secrets— 

Mot to be told in rh}ine 1 
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Well,—our sprincfs arc over, 

(Oil, sweet ila\s ot yore !) 
Autumn wild surrounds us, 

And I see an aspeet hoar, 

Like angry Winter, fi’owning 
From that twiligiit sIku’g, 
Where our steps are hastening,— 
To return no more ! 

Mourn not: we inherited, 

With our gift of hirth, 

GiHfd and evil mingled— 

Tears amidst our mirth. 

Thou shalt he reinemhered, 

For thy gentle worth ; 

And / hi dream that regions 
Sliinc beyond the earth. 


LXIT,—A FAREWKTX TO DRCHMRKR. 
Old December ! 

Art thou gone I—then faro thee well 1 
Many a good do I remember 
Of thee, that I fain would tell; 

Many a dream beyond all tnniblc ; * 

Many a feast where beer did bubble ; 

Many a jolly ))tjauty toasted ; 

Many a mighty turkc'y roasted ; 

Laughing, quafKng, blusterous weather, 
(Winds and rain, a song together) ; 
Friendship glowing,— wine a-flouing, 

Wit, beM)ml the j)rostM*’s knowing ! 

Ah, Deecinbev ! 

1 remember 

'I’hee and (hine, perhaps too well. 
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Let tlio trijn tea-totallcr t^ilk 
Of lii« May iuu\ April walk. 

Ail amongst tlio insipid flowers, 

Dawdling with tlie vacant Hours ; 

I- amidst the blazing niglit. 

Have seen vast and d(*ep deliglit,— 

I’leasure, sucli as left its trac«‘S 
On a thoiisaud brightening faccN.— 
Ihighteiiing at tlic toiudi of Truth, 

(Like Age remembering its own ynitli); 

For, be sure ,—that noble Wine 
Is Truth I—and, d(mbly thus, divine. 

Wine !—Tt opes the heart’s red sluices, 
Letting forth those generous juices, 

Which so fertilize) our clay, 

That tin; Niglit transccinls llie Day : 

Virtues then spring up like Howers ; 

Joy comes gladdening all the hours ; 

Justice takes an aspect bland ; 

Friendshij) puts forth its Uiinl hand : 

Kvery thing both great ainl good 
Is then confess’d, and tmders'ood : 

No more fear b<'sid(‘ the Husk ; 

No dull spite in wisdom’s mask : 

No mean, simmering, simpering blushes 
The great Soul all-radiant rushes 
J'\)rth, at once, on the social ground, 

And laugheth as the glass runs round. 

For tlicse reasons, old December ! 

(For these reasons, and some more 
Which I do not now remember), * 

1 ’ll still love thee, as of yore. 

When 1 knew no woes nor pains. 

And the blood ran racing through my veins, 
Stinging every nerve with pleasure, 

1 eouhl tread the merriest measure, 

Dancing till 1 met tiie Day ; 
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And could dmin my cup ah^Ay , 

An<l c<ml(l wliisper—.soft and low— 

Under the luystie mistletoe. 

So it was ;—and so, old friend, 

WIten this year sl»all near its end, 

If gray Age and Fate |KTinlt, 

1 will face thee in thy wit— 
hi thy wit and wine array’d. 

What care 1 how many a maid 
Laugheth in thy frosty train ; 

1 will dare their worst, again. 

Uet who will hirsalvo the wine, 

At my riglitdiand it siiali sliine 
Like a blessing,—as, in truth, 

*Tis to age as veil as youtli. 

Now, farowcdl ! and for my sak<*, 

Bid thy fellow Months ho knnh 
Ami not a merry Spirit take, 

Nor one of true or gentle mind. 

In re«|nital,—Friends, ivmemhev ! 

Wc will all assemhle round, 

When next the winter stvew^5 the gvounu, 
And di'ink a health to uhl Dtcemher ! 


Bxn Of PAItT THB FIRST. 
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PART THE THIRD. 


liXnr.-TIIK SKA. 

SIT TO MUSIC BT THK ClirVALIba ^HUKUMM. 


Tun Sea! the Sou ! tlie ojx'i) Sou ! 

The blue, tlic Iresii, the over tree I 
Without a nifirk, witlieut u b<Mitnl, 

It runneth tlie cartli’s wide regions 'round ; 
It )>lays with the cIoikIh ; it tnoeks the bkicB 
(.)!' like a cradled creature lies. 

1 hn on t))e Sea ! 1 'm on the Sea ! 

J :nn where 1 would ever he ; 

With the blue uhove, and the blue below^ 
And silence wheresoe’er 1 go ; 

It' a storm should come and awalc(5^the deep, 
Wliut matter { / shall ride and sleep, 

I love (oh I how I love) to ride 
(>{i the fierce foaming hiirsliiig tide, 

When every mad wave drowns tlie moon, 

<.)r whistles aloft his tempest tune. 

And tella how goetli the W(»rid below, 

And why the Bouth-wost blasts do blow. 
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I never was on tlie dull tame sliore, 
lint I lov’d the jjroat Si'a inure and more. 

And huekwanls lU‘\v to her hillowy breast, 
lake a bird that seeketJi its mother's nest ; 
And a mother she tras^ ami is to me ; 

For 1 was born on the open Sea ! 

The waves were white, and rc<l tlio morn, 

In the noisy liotir when I was born ; 

And the whale it whistled, the porpoise rolled^ 
And the doipiiina bared their backs of jiold ; 
And never was lioard such an otitery wild 
As welcomed to life the Occau-cbihl I 

I *ve lived since then, in calm and strife, 

Full titty summers a sailor’s life, 

With wealth to spend and a p<twer to ranj'c, 
Jlut ne\er have souKht, nor siglicd for change 
And Death, whene\cr lie come to me, 

Shall come on the wild unbounded Sea ! 


LXIV.—INDIAN LOVE. 

Tj'XL me not tliat thou dost love me, 
riiouith it thrill me with delight: 

Tho|t art, like the stars, above me ; 

I—the lowly earth, at night. 

Hast thot 4 (;/{OU from kings descendetl) 
Loved the Indian cottage-born ; 

And shall she, wlnmi Love befriendc<l. 
Darken all tliy hopeful morn I 

Go,—and, for thy father’s glory, 

Wed the blood tliut’s pure and free : 

'Tis enougli to gihl my st«jry 
That 1 otu:e was loved by thee ! 
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LXV.—THE HOME OF THE ABSENTEE. 

Thk weed mourns on the castle wall, 

The grans lies on the chamber floor, 

And on the hearth, and in the hall, 

Where merry music danced of )orc ! 

And the blood-red wine no longer 
Runs,—(how it used to run !) 

And the shadows within, grown stronger, 

Look black on the mid-day sun ! 

All is gone; save a Voice 
That never did yet rejoice : 

^ Tis sweet and loxo ; 'tis sad and hne ; 

And it biddeth us love the thing that *sJiown, 

The Ciardons feed no fruit nor flowers, 

But childless seem, and in decay ; 

'iTTe traitor clock forsakes the hours, 

And points to times— oh, far away 1 
And the stood no longer neiglieth. 

At morn, with a shrilly sound ; 

And the bloo l-hound no longer baycth, 

Startling the silence ’round ! 

All is (lone ; save a Voice 
T'hat never did yet rejoice : , 

*Tis sweet and low ; ’(is sad and lone ; 

And it bidduh love the thUvj (hat jU sm. 

The Lord of all the lone domain, 

An umlcscrcing master flics; 

And leaves a home where he might reign, 

For alien hearts and stranger skies : 
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I never was on the <liiil tamo s]M»re, 

Hilt I lov'd the great Sea nioiv and more, 

A ml baekuards tlew to lier billowy breast, 
Like a bird that seekefh its mother’s neat; 
And a mother she u'(n\ and is to me ; 

F<»r 1 was bora on the oiien Sea 1 

The waves were white, and red the mom, 
la the noisy hour when 1 was born ; 

And the wiiale it wbistleditlio porpoise roiled^ 
And the dolphins bared their backs of gold ; 
And never was heard sneh an outcry wild 
As welcomed to life the Occan-child ! 

T \’e lived since then, in calm and strife, 

Full fifty summers a sailor’s life, 

With wealth to spend and a power to range, 
But never have sought, nor sighed for change 
And Death, whenever he come to me, 

Shall come on the wild unbounded Sea ! 


LXIV.—INDIAN LOVE. 

Tkll me not that thou dost love me, 
I'lioiigh it thrill me with delight: 
Tiiou art, like the stars, above me ; 

1—the lowly earth, at night. 

Hast thoi^ (thou from kings descendeil) 
Loved the Indian cottage-born ; 

And shall slic, whom Love befriended, 
Darken all thy hopeful morn ? 

Go,—and, for thy father’s glory, 

Wed the blood that’s pure and free : 
’Tis enough to gild my story 
That 1 oiiJ:e was loved by thee ! 
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LXV.—THE HOME OF THE ABSENTEE. 

Tuk weed mourns mi the castle wall, 

The grass lies on the chainher floor, 

And on the hearth, and in tho liall, 

Where merry music danced of yore ! 

And the blood-red wine no longer 
Runs,—(how it used to run !) 

And tho shadows within, grown stronger, 

Look black on the mid-day sun ! 

AH is gone; save a Voice 
That never did yet rejoice : 

* Tis sweet ami low; His sad and lone ; 

And it hiddeth mlove the ikimj that'sJlown, 

The Gardens feed no fruit nor flowers. 

Blit childless seem, ami in decay ; 
iTte traitor dork forsakes the hours, 

And points to times -oh, far away ! 

And tlie steed no longer rieigheth. 

At morn, with a shrilly sound ; 

And the blooil-hound no longer bayoth, 

Startling tho silence ’round ! 

All is gone ; save a Voice 
That never did yet rejoice : ^ 

*2'is sweet ami low ; 'tis sad and lone ; 

And it t/lddUh love the thing that 'sjk m. 

The Lord of all the lone domain, 

An undeserving mastor flies; 

And loaves a home wlierr ho might reign, 

For alien hearts and stranger skies : 
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And tile peasant disdains tin* stor 
Ho loved to reo<nint of yore ; 

And tlie Name, that was onee a j^lory, 
la liear<i in the land no inoio ! 

All is fjone ; save a Voice 
That nc-ver did yU rcjolrc: 

*Tii sweet and low ; Uis sad and lone ; 

And it hiddeth us love the tkiny that'sjlown. 


Lxvi_PAST timp:s. 

Old AcqiiaintJince ! shall the nights 
You and 1 wore out together, 

Be forgot like eoinmon things,— 

Like some dreary night that }»rings 
Nought, save hml weather J 

We were young, when you and I 
Talked of golilen tilings together,— 

Of love ami rhyme, of hooks and men : 

Ah ! our lu avts wore Imoyant (hc^i 
As the wild-goose feather 1 

Twenty years have Hed, wo know, 

Bringing care and changing weather ; 

But hath th’ heart no lack-ward Hights, 

That we again may see those nights, 

And laugh together I 

Jove’s eagle, soaring to the sun. 

Renews the past year’s mouMci ing feather ; 
Ah, why not you and I, then, soar 
From age to y<mth,—and dream once more 
Long nights together I 
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T.XVn.—KING HEATH. 

SRT TO MUSIC BY TUR CURVAUtR RJiUKOMM. 


Kino Death was a rare old fellow ! 
lie sate where no sun could shine ; 

And he lifted las hand bo yedlow, 

And poured out his eo.al-black wine. 

Hurrah/ for tluiCoai-Uarlc ITVrt' / 

Tliere came to him many a Maiden, 

Whose eyes liad forgot to sliinc ; 

Ainl Widows, with j^rief o’orladen, 

Eor a draught of Ills sleepy wine. 

Hurrah/ for the coaUhlack WtUf / 

The Scholar left all his learning ; 

The Poet his fancied wjies; 

^iid the Ueauty her bloom returning, 

As the betnls of the black wine rose. 

Huiruh/ for the coal-black Wine/ 

All came to tln> royal old fellow, 

Who laugh’d till his eyes dropped brine. 

As he gavts them his hand so yellow, 

And pledged them in Death’s black wine. 

Hurrah /—Jfurrah.^ 

Him'uh/ for the coal-black Wine / 
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LXV1II._A SKRENADR. 

$BT TO MUSIC BY TUS CHKrALIBK NKUKUMN. 


Awake !—The starry midniglit Hour 
Hangs charmed, and pauseih in itsfliglit: 

In its own sweetness sleeps the flower ; 

And the doves lie hushed in deep deliglit! 

Awake I Awake f 

Lookfw'thj my love, for Love's swut sake/ 

Awake !—Soft dews will soon arise 
From daisied mead, and thorny lirake ; 

Then, Sweet, uneloud those eastern e>es, * 

And like the U*uder morning break ! 

Awake! Awake! 

Davm forth, my love, for Love's sivtet sake ! 

Awake !—Within the musk-rose bower 
I wateh, pale flower of love, f()r time ; 

Ah. come, and shew the starry Hrnir 

What wealth of love tlnm hid'st from mo ! 

Awake! Awake! 

^ Shew all thy love, for Love's sweet sake! 

Awake !—Ne’er heed, though listening Night 
Steal music from thy silver voice : 

Uucloud thy beauty, rare and bright, 

And bid the world and me rejoice ! 

Awake! Awake! 

She eomes,—at last, for Love's sweet sake! 
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LXIX.—THE ONSET. A BATTI.K SON(J. 


Sound an alarum ! The foe is come ! 

1 hear the tramj),—the —the 1mm, 

The cry, and the blow of his ilaring drum : 

JIuzLah / 

Sound ! The blast of our trumpet bhjwn 
Shall carry dismay into hearts of stone: 

Whit! sliail we shake at a foe unknown ? 

JIuzzah /—/ 

Have we not sinews as strotig as theN ? 

Have wc not hrarts tliat noVr gave way \ 

Have we not (Iod on our side to day 1 
J!uzr.a}i / 

Look ! They are .stairg«'i04l on yon black hoaili ! 
Stea<ly awliile, and hold your breath ! 

Now is your time, men,--Down like Death ! 

* JJuzzahl—lluzzahl 

Stand by each other, and front, your foes ! 
Kiglit, whilst a t>f the red Idooil hows ! 
Eight, SIS ye I’oiight for the old red rose 1 

Uuzzalh} 

Sound ! Hid your terrible trumpets bray I 
Blow, till their brazen tliroats give way I 
Sound to the battle ! Sound, 1 say ' 

iivszah /- iimzah / 
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LXX.—SONG FOR TWILIGHT. 

SET TO MOSIC ST TUB CORVAliIEK MEUKOWM. 


Hide me, O twilight Air ! 

Hide me, from thought, from care, 
From all things, foul or fair, 

Until to-morrow ! 
To-night I strive no more ; 

No more my soul shall soar : 

Come, Sleep, and shut the door 

’Gainst Pain and Sorrow ! 

If I must see through di’eams, 

Be mine Elysian gleams, 

Be mine by morning streams 

To watcli and wander ! 

So may my spirit cast 
(Serpent like) off the past, 

And my free soul at last 

Have leave to ponder ! 

And, should’st thou ’scape control, 
Ponder on love, sweet Soul, 

6n joy, the end and goal 
Of all endeavour! 

But, i| earth’s pains will rise, 

(As damps will seek the skies,) 
Then, Night, seal thou mine eyes, 
In sleep, for ever! 





LXXI.—THK HUNTER’S SONG. 

8ZT TO MUSIC BY TUB CIIKVALIkll MKVKUMM. 


Rise ! Sloop no more : ’Tis a noMo morn. 

The ilcwh hanj; ihick ou the IViii^od tiioru : 

And tlic frost shrinks back, like a beaten honiid, 
Under tlie steaming steaming ground. 

Heliold, where the billowy clouds flow by, 

Ami leave us alone in the clear gray sky ! 

Onr liorses are ready and sternly—So, ho ! 

1 ’m gone, hke a dart from the Tartar’s bow. 

Jlxrk, harhj—\\-ho calhfh tht irtihloh Morn, 
Fnyni her sleep in the 'woods and the slahUc earn 
The horn^—the hom / 

■ ■ The Durry sweet ring of the hunter's /mnt. 


Now,—Thorough the copse, where the fox is found, 
And over the brook, at a mighty bound, 

And over the high lands, and over the low, 

O’er furrows, o’er meadows the hunters go ! 

Away 1—ns a hawk flics full at its prey, 

So flieth the hunter, away,—away ! 

From the burst at the cover, till set of sun, 

When the red fox dies and—the day i>:' (hnio ! 

Jfark, harkJ^ What sound on the wind is horw 'f 
*2'is the con^uo'iny voire of the hunter's horn. 

The hmiif^the horn! 

T3ie VMrry lokl voice of the hunter's horn. 
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Smind ! Sound the horn ! To the hunter eood 
What’s the ('ulley deep or the roaring flood ! 

Uij^it over he hounds, as the wild stag hounds, 

At the heels of his swift, sure, silent hounds, 
till!— tt'/iut ilelight eau a mortal lack, 

When he once is linn on his horse’s back, 

With his stirrups short, and his sualflo strong, 

And the blast of the horn for his morning song ? 

Jlarh, hark I — Noio, home.! and dream till morn, 

Gf the Md meet sound of the hunter's horn I 
The horn,—the horn! 

Oh, the somul of all sounds is the hunter's horn / 


LXXII.—TO MY I.YKK. 

Sleep, —.sleeji, my Lyre ! 

Uutoueh’d.—unsought,—unstrung ! 

No one now will e’er iiujuire 
If poet to thee ever sung ; 

Nor if his siiirit clung 
'I’o thy wifcliing wire !— 

Bid thy soul of music sleep, 

A.s' winds lie on file charmed deep. 

When the mistress Moon doth chide 
The tcii^nest, or the murmuring tide ! 
Oblivion is a happy lot! 

’Tis well to be a thing forgot! 

’Tis well that neither Love, nor Woe, 

Nor sad sweet thoughts of ‘ long ago,’ 

Should ’waken again thy self-consuming fre ! 
'riierelore, therefore,—sleep my Lyre ! 
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TvXXlII.—THE EXILE’S FAREWELL. 

8IST TO MUSIC Ity TIIK CIIMALIEU Mvt KOMM. 


Farewell Okl En^Iftncl’s shores ! 

Kiirowell her rui;"eil ineu 1 
N«)W, snilora, strain your oars ! 

I ne’er will look ai^ain. 

I’ve liv’d—I’ve souj;lit—I’ve seen— 
Oh, thinj^s 1 love too well, 

Upon those shores (d' "reen : 
rfo, England I long farewell! 

ForeWiU! 


I go,—what m.'itter where ? 

The Exile, when he Hies, 

Thinks not of other air,— 

Dreams not of ulkn skies : 

He seeks but to depart 

From the laiul he loves too well. 
From thoughts that smite liis heart: 
So, England I long farewell ! 

Farewell / 

O’er lands and the lonely main, 

A lonc'lier man, I rfnim, 

To seek some halm for pain, 

Perhaps to find a home : 

I go,—but Time nor tide. 

Nor all that tongue may tell, 

Shall e’er from thee divide 
My heart,—and so, farewell I 

%ld Emjlmdyfarc thee 
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LXXIV. 

ON A MOTIIER AND CHILD, SLKKPIXC;. 

Ni^uit, jjaze, hut SPiid uo sound ! 

Fond iieart, thy fondness kooji ! 

Nui*se Silence, wrap them roiuul ! 

Breathe low ;—they sleep, they sloe]» ! 

No wind ! no murmuring showers I 
No music, soft and deep ! 

No thoughts, nor dreaTiis of flowei*s ! 

All hence ;—they sleep, they sleep ! 

Time’s step is all unheard : 

Heaven’s stars bright stillness keep : 

No breath, no sigh, no word ! 

All’s hushed ;—they sleep, they sleep ! 

O Life ! O Night! O Time ! 

Thus ever round them creep I 
From pain, from hate, from crime, 

E'er guard them, gentle Sleep ! 


LXXV_THE LITTLE VOICE. 


Onck there was a little Voice, 
Merry as the month of May, 
Tliat did cry ^RtjoiccI RejoiceP 
Now—’tis flown away in 

Sweet it was, and very clear, 
('basing every thought of pain : 
Summer ! shall 1 ever hear 
Such a voice again I 
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1 have pondered all Tjight long, 
LiHtening ior as soft a sound ; 
But so sweet and clear a song, 
Never liave 1 found ! 

I would give a mine of gold, 
Could I hear that little Voice ; 
Could 1, as in days of old, 

At a sound rejoice I 


BXXVT.—THK SKA-KTXG. 


Come sing, Come sing, of the great Sea-King, 

And the fame that now hangs o’er liirn, 

Who once did sweep o’er the vanquish’d deep, 

And drove the world before him ! 
ills deck was a throne, on the ocean lone, 

And the sea was his park of pleasure, 

)yhcre ho scattered in fear the human deer, 

And rested,—when he had leisure I 

Cotne,—shout aiul shift 

Of the great Sea-King^ 

And ride in the ina'k he rode mi 
He sits at the haul ^ 

Of the mighty dcad^ 

On the red right hand of Odin / 

• 

lie sprang, from birth, like a God on earth, 

And soared oti his victor pinions, 

And he travei*sed the sea, as the eagles floe. 

When they gamoii their blue dominions. 

His whole earth mo was a conquering strife, 

And ho lived till his beard grew hoary, 

And he died at last, by bis blood-red mast, 

And now—ho is lost in glory ! 

Soy—shout and sirtg^ Ac. 
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i.xxvii._TiiK wir.n ciikuuv-trkk. 


Oil,—tliei'o m ver was yet so pretty a tliiiio, 
lly racing; riror or liubliliiio sprint, 

N’otliiiio tliiit ever so nirrrily };ri'W 

U]) from the ground wlien tlic skies were blue, 

Notliiiig so fresli—nothing so free 

As thon —my wild wild Cherry-tree ! 

Jove ! liow it danced in the gusty breeze ! 

Jove ! how it frolicked amongst the trees ! 
Dashing the pride of the poplar down, 
Stripjiing the thorn of his hoary crown ! 

Oak or ash—what matter to Ihrc ! 

’'I'wiis the same to my wild wild Cherry-tree. 

Never at rest, like a thing that’s young 
Abroad to the winds its arms it flung, 

Shaking its rich and crowned head, 

Whilst I stole u|) for its berries red— 
Tieautiful berries ! beautiful tree ! 

Hurrah ! for the wild wild Cherry-tree ! 

Back I fly to the days gone by, 

And I see thy br.aiiches against the sky, 

I see on tun grass thy blossoms shed, 

1 sec (and I ravish) thy berries red, 

And I shout—like the tempest loud and fn'e, 
IluiTah 1 for the wild wild Cherry-tree! 

• 
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T.XXVTIT.—TIIR COMMON I.OT. 

Moukn not tliy dauj^htor fading ! 

It is tlm common lot, 

Ti>at those we love should o<nno sind go, 

And leave ns in tin's world of woo : 

So, murmur not! 

Her life was shorr, hut fair, 

Unsullio<l ])y a hlot; 

And now she sinks to (Ireamloss rest ; 

(A dove, wlio inak(‘s the earth her nest 
So, murmur not! 

No pangs, nor ]>assioiiate grief. 

Nor anger raging hot, 

No ills shall ever harm her more ; 

She goes unto tht? silent siiore,— 

Where pain is not. 

Wc*e]>’Rt tlion that none should mourn 
For thee, and thy sad lot 1 
P(’ace, peace ! and know that fetv e’er grieve, 
Wlien Death, tin* tyrant, dotli unweave, 

Lite’s little knot. 

K’en TJim scarce wept must fade*! 

It is the common lot. 

To link our hearts to things that lly, 

To love witliout rettirn,—and die, 

And bo—^LU’got! 



I.XXIX.—A BACCHANALIAN SONCJ, 


8BT TO MUSIC UY MK. H. FUlLLira. 


SiNO !—Who sings 

To lier wlio wearoth a hundred rings ? 

All, wiio is tliis lady fine ! 

The Vink, boys, the Vink ! 

The mother of mighty Wine. 

A roamer is she 
O’er wall and tree, 

And sometimes very good company. 

Di'ink 1—W’ho drinks 

To her who blusheth and never thinks ? 

Ah, who is tliis maid of thine 1 
The Grai'K. hoys, the Guai’K 1 
0, never let her escape 
Until she he turned to Wine ! 

For better is she, 

Than vine can ho, 

And very very good company ! 

.1 

IJream !_who dreams 
Of the God that governs a thousand streams 
Ah, who-is this Spirit fine 2 
’Tis Wink, hoy.s, ’tis Wink ! 

God Bacchus, a friend of mine. 

0 belter is ho 

Thiui grape or tree, • 

And the best of all good company. 
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LXXX. 

DARK-EYKD BEAUTY OF THE SOUTH. 

Da UK-EYED beauty of the South ! 

Mistress of the rosy mouth! 

Doth thy Iieart desert its <iuty ? 

Doth thy blood belie thy lajautv ? 

Art thou false ? or art thou cohl ? 

Art thou sworn to wed for gold I 

On thy forehead sitteth pride, 

(.’rowne<l with scorn and falcon-‘*y(‘d ; 

But beneath, methinka, thou twinesL 
Silken smiles that aecni divincst. 

Can such smiles be false and cold ? 

Caii&t thou —wilt thou wed for gold ? 

We, who dwell on Northern earth. 

Fill the frozen air with mirth,— 

Soar upon the wings of laughter, 

(T’hough we droop the moment after;) 

But through all our regions cold, 

None will self their hearts for gold. 


LXXXI.—IS .MY LOVER ON THE SEA 

Is my lover on the sea 

Sailing East, or sailing West I 
Mighty Ocean, gentle be, 
liock hint into rest! 

Let no angry wind .arise, 

Nor a wave with wliitcncd crest: 

All be genth' as bis eves, 

Wlicn be is caressed I 
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LXXXII. 

THE POET’S SOXCr TO HIS WIFE. 


How many Smnniors, love, 

Have* 1 been tliiiic ? 

How many days, tliou dove, 

Hast tliou boeii mino ? 

Time, like the wiiujcd wind 
VVlicn’t bends the dowel's, 

Hath left no mark behind, 

To count the hours I 

Some weight of thought, though loth. 
On thee he leaves ; 

Some lines of care roun<l both 
Perhaps ho weaves; 

So'oe fears,—a soft regret 
For joys scarce known ; 

Sweet looks we half forget 
All else is llown ! 
i 

Ah ! with what thankless heart 
I moutm and sing ! 

J^ook, whore our children start, 

Like sudden Spring I 

With tongues all sweet and low. 

Like a jileasant rhyme, 

They tell liow much I owe 
To thee ami Time ! 



LXXXllI. 

t;HE AVAS NOT FA'TIl NOR FULL OF CiRACR 


SiiK was not fair, nor full of grace, 

Nor crowned with tlioiiglit or aught beside ; 

No Avcalth hail she, of mind or face, 

To will our love, or raise our pride : 

No lover’s thought her cheek did touch ; 

No poet’s <lream was ’round her thrown ; 

And yet we miss her—ah, too much, 

Now—she liatli down ! 

We miss her when the moniing calls, 

As one that mingled in our mirth ; 

We miss her wlioii the evening falls,— 

A tride wanted on the earth ! 

Some fancy small or subtle thought 
Is checked ere to its blossom grown; 

Some cliaiii is broken that we wrought, 

Now—she hath flown ! 

No solid good, nor hope defined, 

Is marred now she hath sunk in night j' 

And yet the strong immortal Mind 
Is stopped in its triumphant fligh^ ! 

Stern friend, what power is in a tear, 

What strength in one ))oor thought alone, 

When all we know is—‘ She was here,* 

And—‘She hath flown !’ 
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LXXXTV. 

A SONG Foil TJIF SKASONS, 

\Vhf:n the merry lark dotli gild 
With his song the sinniner ; 

And tlicir nests tlie swallows Imild 
In the roofh and toj)S of towcTs ; 

And the golden gorsc-liowcr burns 
All about the waste ; 

And the maiden May returns 
With a pretty haste ; 

TJicn^ hoio mm'y ova the fvnes! 

The Simmer tinm / the Spring f!nns t 

Now^ from off Ids ashen stone, 

The chilly midnight ericket crieth; 

And all merry birds are flown ; 

And our <lream of ]>leasui e dieth ; 

Now, the once blue laugliing sky 
Saddens into gi ay ; 

And the frozen rivers sigh, 

Pining all away ! 

NotVf hoio solemn arc the f/mesf 
^ The Winter times/ the Sight times! 

Yet, be nterry : all around 

Is through one vjist ehange ri‘Volving : 

Even Night, who lately frowned, 

Is in silver dawn dissolving t 

Earth will burst her fetters strange, 

And in spring gr()W frtte : 

All things in the wuild will change, 

Save—my love for thee ! 

Sirtg then. hopcM ore ail times/ 
Winter, Summer, Spring times/ 
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LXXXV.—TflK QUADROON. 


Sav they that all bcsiuty lies 
111 tlie pah*r inuiden^s hue ? 

Say they that all softness flies, 

Save from eyes of Aj>i il hliu* I 
Arise thou, like a nij^ht in June, 
Beautiful Quadroon ! 

Come, —nil dark and bright, as skies 
With the tender starlight liujig 1 
Loose the J^ove from out thine eyes ! 
Ijuosc the Angel from thy tongue ! 

Let them hear Heaven’s own sweet tuno. 
BiMutilul Quadroon! 

Toll them—Beauty (horn above) 

Fr«»m no shade nor hue doth Hy : 

AH she asks is Mind, is Love ; 

Ami both upon t/iine. aspect lie, 

(Like the light \ipon the moon,) 

Beautiful Quadroon I 


LXXXVl.—TIIK RKCALL. 

Comic again ! Come again ! 

Sunshine cometh after rain. • 

Ah a lamp fed newly hurnelli, 

1‘loasure, wlio doth fly, returndth, 
Scattering every cloud of pain. 

As the year, which dies in showers, 

Kiseth ill a world of flowers, 

Called hy many a vernal stiiiin, 

Como T/toUy —for whom tears were falling) 
And a thousand hearts are calling ! 

Come again, O come again ! 

Be the sunshine after ruin I 



94 


SONGS. 


LXXXVII.-TIIR nmODIIOl NP. 

9F.T TO MUSIC BT THF fUKVU.IRB “fI.UhOMM. 


Come, Herod, niy hotmd. from the stranijor’s floor ! 

Old IricMid,—we iiuist \v!\ndi'i’ the world oi:cc iiuiro ! 

For no one now liveth to welcome us hack : 

So, come ! —let us speed on our f’ateil track. 

What matter the regioji,—what matter the weather, 

So you and I travel, till deatli, toj;ether ? 

And in dentli ?—why, e’en tlu-re I may still bo found 
hy tlie side of my beautiful black bloodhound. 

WeVo traversed the desert, we’ve traversed the sea, 
And we’ve trod on tlie bci<;lits wherii the eagles be ; • 

Seen Tartar, and Arab, and swart Hindoo ; * 

(How thou ymUMstdown the d* er in those skies of blue!) 
No joy did divide us ; no peiil conid part 
The man from his friend of the iiolilo heart ; 

Ay, ]n9 friend ; for where shall there ever be found 
A friend like his I'csolute fond bloodhound ? 

What, Herod, old hound ! dost remember the day, 
When I f»rmted the wolves, like a stag at bay ? 

When downwards they galloped to where wo stood, 
Whilst 1 staggered from dread in the dark pine wood ! 
Dost remeinbei*thcir bowlings 1 their horrible speed { 
God, G(k 1 ! how I prayed for a friend in need ! 

And—became! Ah! ’twas then, my dear Herod, I found 
Tii&t tbe best of all friends was my bold bloodhound. 
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LXXXVIII.—TIIK NlfJUTS. 

• BT TO MUSIC BY TUB CUBVALIBB NBUKOMM. 


Oh, the Summer 
lias a smile of Hjjlit, 

AikI she sits on a sappliirc throne ; 
Whilst tile .sweet Winds load lier 
With garlands of odour, 

From tlie bud to the rose o’er-blowii! 

But the Autumn Night 
Hjus a piercing siglit, 

And a step both strong and free j 
And a voice for wonder, 

Like the wKith of the Thunder, 
When he shouts to the stormy sea ! 

And the Winter Night 
Is all cold and white, 

And she singcuh a song of pain ; 

Till the wild hee Inmime(h) 

And warm spring comet!), 

When she dies in a dream of rain I 

Oh, the Night brings sleep 
To the green woods deep; 

To the bird of the woods its nest; 

To Care sott hours; 

To life new powers j 
To the sick and the weary,—Host I 
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LXXXIX—THE STORMY PETREL. 

SfcT TO KVBtC 117 TQB CtlBVALIBR MfUKOMM. 


A THOUSAND miles from land are 7i-e, 

'PosMii.i; about on tlie raariii" sea ; 

From billow to bounding billow ciust, 

Like fleecy snow on the stormy blast; 

The sails are scattered abroad, like weeds; 

'J’he strong masts shake, like quivering reeds ; 

Tlie mighty cables, and iron chains, 

The hull, whicli all earthly stiength disdains. 

Tliey strain and they eraek, and hearts like stone 
Their natural hard proud strength disown. 

Up and down ! Up and down ! 

From the base of tlie wave to the billow’s crown, 

And amidst the flashing and feathery foam 
Tile Stormy Petrel findi a home,— 

A home, if such a place may be, 

For her who lives on the wide wiile sea, 

On the eraggy ice, in the frozen air, 

And only scckcth her rocky lair 

warm her young, and to teach tlicm spring 
At once o’er tlie waves on their stormy wing! 

O’er the Deep ! O’er the Deep I 
Where the whale, and the shark, and the sword fish 
sleep, 

Outflying the blast and the driving rain, 

The Petrel telletli her talc—in vaiu ; 
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F<»r the mariner cnrsotli tli<* wni nin<j bird, 

WIm) brin;;< tli him ih'ws of tin* storms unlioard ! 
— Ah ! tlitm d(»es tho propliet, of good or il), 
Mei't huto from (lie creatures lu* sorvotli still : 

In' no'i.-r laiiltors :—So, Pi'trol ! spring 
Once luori! o’er tlio wavi-s on thy stormy wing ! 


xc. 

TO A NIGHTINGALE, AT WID-OAY. 


Thy voice is sweet,—Is sad,—is clear, 

And yot, metliinks, ’t shouhl How unseen, 

Like hidden rivers that we hear 
Singing amongst the forests green. 

Delay, delay ! till downy Kvo 

Into her twilight woods hath flown : 

TiMi soon, musician, dost thon grie\<* ; 

Love blooniotli best (like thought)—alone. 

C(“:ise, cease awhile ! Thy holy strain 
Sinmld be amongst the siltMice horn ; 

Thy heart may tlieii unfold its pain, 

Leaning upon its bridal thorn. 

Tim insect noiso, the human folly 

Disturb thy grave thoughts with their din, 

Then, cease awhile, bird Melaiieholy, 

And'wUen tlie fond Night hears,—begin ! 


H 
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XCI.—THE HAPPY HOURS. 


0, THE Hours! the happy Horn's: 

Wlieii there shone the li"ht of Love, 

And all the sky w:\h blue above. 

And the earth was full of flowers! 

should Tihic and toil 
The worth and htantij spoil 
0/ such happn Hours t 

0, the Hours! the 8j>rin"*tinic Hours ! 

When the S<nil dotli hu’wards bend, 

And dream the sweet world hath no einl, 
Neither spot, nor shade, nor showers ! 

Can u'c ne'er resainc. 

The /oiY, the Vajht, the bloom 
Of those vernal Hours I 

Ever do the year’s bright Hours 
Con»e, with laughing April, round, 

And with her walk tin' grassy ground, 
When she calleih forth the* Ihtwers: 

Hill no new spriitfis hear 
Tons thot'f/hfs half so fair 
As the hp ijone Hours! 


XCIL—EARTH AND AIR. 

How bountiful, how wonderful 
Thou art, sweet Air ! 
ilnd yet, atl)eit thine odours He 
On every gust that moeks tin* eye, 
We pass thy gentle blessings by 
Without a care ! 
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How bountiful, liow wondei*ful 
Thou art, sweet Earth ! 

Thy seasons, changing with the sun, 

Thy beauty out of darkness won ! 

Ainl yet, whose tongue (when all is done) 
Will tell thy worth ! 

The poet’s !—He alone doth still 
Uphold all worth ! 

Then, love the poet ;—lore his themes, 

His thoughts, enriched by sunny dreams. 
Which dower with life the songs and str<*ams 
Of Air and Earth. 


xciri. 

WHEN FRIENDS LOOK DARK AND COI-D. 

8KT TO MVSiC DY MR. U. I’UIl.MrS. 


WiiKN friends look dark an<l cold, 

And maids neither laugh nor sigh, 

An<l your enemy proffers his gold, 

Be sure tliere is danger nigh. 

0, lh<n *fis ti/ne to look forward, 

And hack, like the huntal hare; 

And to watch, asthcliltle bird watches, 
When the falcon is in the air, *• 

When the trader is scant of words. 

And your neighbour is rough or sl^, 

And your banker recalls bis hoards, 

Be sure there is danger nigh. 

0, thc7i His time to look forward, ike, 

Whfenever a change Is wrought. 

And you know not the reason why, 

In your own or an old friend's thought, 

Be sure there is evil nigh. 

0, then His time to look forward, 



SONG OF TllE SOLDIKR TO lllS SWORD 


My sword ! My friend ! My iiolile friend I 
Cluunpioii fearless ! Servant true ! 

Whom my falliers wilhout end 
In ilieir thousand battles drew,— 

Come. I 

Let me bare thee to the liixiit! 

Let mo clutch thet; in my hand ! 

Oh ! how keen, how l)lue, how bright, 

Is my noble, noble brand ? 

Thou wast pliioked from some base mine, 
Born hnidsi stone and stubborn clay : 

All ! who dre.imt that aught divine 
111 tliat rugged jisjiect lay I 
/ 

<.)nce we called and thou didst come 
Straiglit from out thy sleep didst start, 

And the truni]) and stoiMiiy dnini 
Wolie at once thine iron heart 1 

Thou wast like the lightning, driven 
By the tempest’s strength at speed ! 
Brazen shields an<l armour riven 
T'old what thou couldst do, at need. 

(Jome / 

Hark! again the trumpets hi-ay ! 

Hark ! where rolls the stormy drum I 
/ am hero to lead the way : 

Servant of my faiheL*s,—Come ! 
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XCv. 

UrRRAII FOR MKIIKY KSiU.AST). 


IluRiuii, for flic Lniifl of KnijlinHl ! 

Firin-sot in the subject sea ; 

Wher<i the \Venu*n art? fair, 

And the men (like air) 

Are all lovers of lihorty ! 

Jfim'iih/ for lua'i'}/ /'Jiif/hnifJ/ 

Lon(j life, tvUhout dri/c,fo)' Lvijlandl 

liniTah, for the Spirit of Kurland ! 

The bohl, the true, the Ine : 

Who Ktretc'hcth his luind, 

With a kinii's o<»inniaml, 

All over the circliii*' R<‘a ! 

JIarroh / for nicrrif /uifjlaml/ 

Lowj life, loithvut strife, for Enotandl 

Let tyrants rush forth on the nations, 

And stri\e to chain do\Mi the iroe ; 
lint d(» Thoa stand fast. 

From the first to the last, « 

For “Till-: Riokt,”— whoresoever it be ! 

O m<rvy, ti'nd iiohlc Enejland / 

Lontj life to the Sjdrlt of .VnyUind/ 

Hurrah, for Williatn of England ! 

Our friend,—as a King should be ; 

Who castetli aside 
Man’s useless ]iride. 

And leans on his pooph' free ! 

Jivrrah/ for the Khff of England/ 
T/tc friend of merry England/ 
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Hoi* Kiiij; is tho friojid of Knjjlanil; 

Her ;;uar(ls :uo her bhips at sea ; 
liut her Ifoauty lies 
In her ^V()nuM^^s < yes, 

Aim! Iitr htvenijth in her l*eop!(‘ free ! 

No, J[umih ! for vu mj J-Jnahnul / 

Fov the Kinymul the j)xc M>.n of Kiujland/ 


xcvu 

AVIIY DOTH THE BOTTLE STAND? 

Why Ootli tho bottle stand, boys ? 

Let the ‘"lass rim round ! 

Wine should go, 

As the ))lood doth flow, 

Its course, without ]uiusc or sound. 

Sroranot Wine/—Truth ilivhic 
And Oouraf/e dwell with Tiobfe Wine* 

Send round the bottle quick, boys ! 

No reason ask, nor pause! 

* Wine sliould run 
Like a circling sun, 

By its own unquestioned laws. 

^com not Wine / tOc. 

Fill to the beaded brims, boys, 

Let each glass, like a king, he crown’d ! 
Drink—“Joy, and Wealth, 

And a mighty Health, 

To Ourselves and the world around ! ” 
iSew*?! 710 / Wine / dx. 
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XCVII, 

TIIK NIGHT IS CLOSING ROUND, MOTHKll, 

Tub night is closing round, Mother ! 

The shadows are thick and deep ! 

All round mo they cling, like an iron ring, 

And I cainiot—cannot sleej) ! 

Ah, Heaven !—thy hand, thy hand, Motlier! 

Let me lie on tiiy nursing bn'n.st ! 

Th(‘y have smitten my brain with a piercing pain : 
But ’tis gone !—and I now bliall rest. 

I cotild sleep a long long sleep, Mother ! 

So, seek me a calm cool hed : 

You may lay me low, in the virgin snow, 

Witli a moss'bank for my heail. 

I would lie in tlte wild wild woods, Mother ! 

Whci'c nought hut the hinls arc known ; 

WIkto nothing is seen, hut tlie hranolies green, 

And flow’i’s on tlie greensward strewn. * 

No lovers there witch the air, Mother 1 
Nor mock at tiic lioly sky : 

One may live ami ho gay, like a summer day, 

And at last, hke the Stiinmer,—die ! 



104 


feOXiS. 


XCVIII. 

VKACK! WHAT DO Tl'.AKS AVAHi* 


Pe\ce ! whatcnn tears avail ? 

She lies all »Jumb uiid pale, 

• And from lier eve, 

The spirit of hjvely life is fadin^^ 

And ‘*he imist die ! 

Why l4M)k'5 th<; lover wroth 1 the friend ii])hvuidiii<; ? 
Ue|jly, n-'jily ! 

Hath she not dwelt too Ion" 

‘MM'l pain, and "nef, and wrong? 

Thet). uhy m>t «iie ? 

W)5\ suffer again her d(K)m of sorrow, 

And h<>pel« ss li(‘ ? 

Why iiui*se the trembling dream until lo-mornnv ? 
Reply, reply ! 

Deatli! Take her to thine arms, 

In all her ;‘taiidess charms, 

And wirh In-r lly 

'l« he:iv4-uly haunts, where, clad in brightiu’ss, 

The Angels I; - ! 

Wilt hear her tiuTc, D Death ! in all her wliituness 1 
Rt'ply,—replj'! 



XC’IX.—rilK WOOD TIIKKSfl. 


WiMTiiKU tilt* Wood-tlinisli flown, 
From our ;^r«‘oiiwf»o(l ho\sors ? 

Wlw-rofoiv IjuiMs lio Mot nt::iiu, 

Wlu rc tile white.tlioru llowers ? 

Biilliiin ronio ! for on liis winjjs, 

Tin* sunii v your lu* l>rin;xoili: 

Ami tin* lienrt. nuloclvs its ^in'inj^s, 
W'hm'hoo’er he huigctli. 

Lov<'r like tlio crentnro waits. 

Ami whon Morning soaivth, 

All Ills little soul of SOU';, 

Tow’rtl tile (lawn lie poiiretli. 

Sw(‘(‘t one, v,-hy art tli(»u not heard 
Xou\ uiiere woods are stllK'st ( 

Oh, oonu* back ! ami brim; with thee, 

—Whatsoe'er thou wiliest; 

Lauiihini; tlion^hts,—delij;iitinj;t son^s, • 
l)reanis (»f azure houi's,-' - 

Soineiliiii!;,—nothin;; all wo ;usk 

Js to bee llieu ours ! • 

’Tis enoui;h that thou shotihrst sing 
For thy own pure idcasure : 

^Tin enoUi;li that thou hast ottce 
Sweolemd liumaii leisure ! 



i<« SONGS, 


a— MIDNIGHT RTIYMr';'^. 

aUT TO HtlSlC OT TUK CIIBVAMSK T«Kl<hilMlt. 


Oil ! His merry when stars arc brij^bt 
To sinj;, aa you pace altnijj, 

Of the things that are dreamt by night, 

To the motion of some ol<l song ; 

For the fancy of mortals teems, 

Whether they wake or sleep, 

With figures, that slnno like droains. 

Then—die in the darkness deep I 

Oh ! men'y are Chrisfiiia^ thneB, 
And merry the hefjry chimes; 

But Ike merriest thinys 
That a mm e^cr sinr/Sf 
Are his Midnight ^lymcs. 

^Tis night when the usurers feel 
That their money is thrice repaid ; 

’Tis niglit when adorers kneel, 

Hy ^I’corcs, to the sleeping maid ; 

’Tis night wlien the author deems 
That his critics are all at bay, 

And the gainester regains in dreams 
The gold that he lost by day. 

Oh! merry are Christmas timeSy <{:c. 

At night, both the sick and lame 
Abandon tlieir world of care ; 

Atid the creature that droops with shame 
ForgettethTier old despair 1 
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The boy on the rnijhi" <locp 

Laiii^hs loud that tiu* skies are clear ; 

Ainl the imn*<ler‘‘r turns, in sleej), 

And dreams that a pardon’s in^ar ! 

OhJ merry art Christman times^ dc. 

At night, all wrotigs are right, 

And all perils of life grow smooth ; 

Then why coineth the fierce day-light, 

Wlnm fitney is lu’ight as truth ? 

All hearts, ’tween the earth and the moon, 

Recover tlieir hopes again ; 

Ah,—’tis pity so sweet a tunc 
Should ever be jarred by pain ! 

YUi—vicrnj arc Ohristmas times, d:c. 


Cl.—A LOVE SONG. 

Give me but thy hc.art, though cold; 

I ask no more 1 
Give to others gems and gold ; 

But leave me ]Joor 

Give to whom tiiou wilt thy smiles ; 

( ast o’er otlnu’s all thy wiles ; 

But let thy tears flow fast and free, 
For me ,—with meJ 

Giv’st thou but one lo(dt, sweet bear? < 
A word,—no more ? 

It is Music’s sweetest part, 

Wlien lips run o'er ! 

’Tis a part I fain would learn. 

So, pr’ytbee, here tby b ssons turn, 
And teach me, to the close. 

All Love’s pleasures,—all its woe»! 
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CII.—TIIR STRANfJKR. 


A Stranger cainc* to a rich man's door, 

And smiled on Ins miglity feast ; 

And away his Induhtest cliilil I'.e l)ore, 

And laid l>er toward the lOast, 

He came next Rprinjr, with a smile ns j^ay, 

(At the time when the East uiml blows,) 

And aii’othor hri;;lit creature he led away, 

With a cheek like a huviiin»; rose. 

And he came once more, when tljo spring was bine, 
And whispered the last to rest, 

And bore h(‘r away ; yet noboily knew 
Tlje name of the dreadful guest! 

Next year, there was none but tlie rich man loft, 
heft alone In his pride and pnln. 

Ami he eaih'd on the Strang**!*, lik-* one h<*reft, 

And sought through the Inml,—in vain ! 

He came not: in' nevt'i* was lieard noi* seen 
Again, (so tin* story saith :) 

But, wh(‘rever his terribh' smile had been, 

Men shi*dd**re*l, and t:dk*'d of—Death ! 



CTII.—SONG IN PRAISE OF SPRING. 


Whkn tlie wind blows 

In the sweet rose-tree, 

And the row lows 

On till* fragrant lea, 

And the stream flows 
All bri^lit and free, 

’Tis not for tliee, 'tis not for me ; 

^Tis not for any oiie ln‘ie, I trow : 

Tile ^jentle wind b'oweth, 

The hap])y cow lowcth, 

The merry stream lloweth, 

Fur all below! 

0 the Sprint}! the honnflful Spring/ 
She shincth and smUcth on every tiling, 

Where come the sheep ? 

To the rich maiPs moor. 

Whore conicth sleep I 

To the bed that’s poor. 

Peasants must wei‘]>, 

And Idn^s endure; 

That is a fate that none can ciiro^ 

Yet Sprinjt doeth ail she can, I trow : 

She brin^M'th bright bom's. 

She weaveth sweet Howers, * 

She dressetii her bow('i*s, 

For all below 1 


0 the Sprhvj, <t*c. 
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CIV, 

TflE NIGHT IJEKORR THE BKIOAT. 


Now, what sluuly wreath wilt wear, 
Alaulea,—Maiden 1 
Bid them hind tlio veil with rare. 
*Round the sunshine of tliy hair! 
Let tliy brow he free from sc(»rn ; 
Let thine eye have yentk* Hjilit, 

On tlie gentle marriage morn ; 

And so—Good Night! 

It is now the youth of May, 

Maiden,—Maidou ! 

Choose thoii, then, at blush of day, 
Buds and blossoms, not too gay ; 
And, behind their veiling sweets. 
Bashful be, hnidst all their light. 
When the bmder lover grecis ; 

Ancf 80 ,—Good Night! 

“Soon To-morrow will be here, 
Maiden,—Maiden ! 

Then,—as ha|)es aye mix with fears, 
Mijrf thou smiles with peavb'd tears ; 
So shall lie who loves thee feel 
Thriee liis first sweet pure didight, 
And nearer to thy bosom steal; 

And so—Good Night! 
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CV. 


A DEKP AND A MIGHTY SHADOW, 


A r»KKi’ and a mighty shadow 
Across n)y heart is thrown, 

Like the cloud on a summer meadow, 
Where the Tluinder-wind hath blown ! 
The wild-rose, Fancy, dielli, 

Tlie sweet-bird, Memory, flietli, 

And Icaveth me alone,— 

Alone with my hopeless Sorrow ; 

No otlier mate 1 kiiow ! 

I strive to awake To-morrow ; 

Blit the dull wortls will not flow I 
1 pray,—but my prayers me driven 
Aside by the angry Heaven, 

And weigh me down with woo ! 

I call on the Past, to lend me 
1 is songs, to soothe my pain : 

1 hid the dim Future send me 
A light from its eyes.—in vain ! 
Nought comes ; hut a slirill cry startelh 
From Hope, as she last dep&rteth ; ^ 

“ ] go, and come not again 1 ” 
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CVT.-BKI-SITAZZAR. 


Bklmixzzar iH Kinj;! lii‘lsluiz/.:u* is Lord ! 

And ;i tlionsniid dark noidos all bond at Ills board : 
Fruits Howbs idossonijiuoatsst^-anijuml a flo(»d 

Of tlio wine that man lovetli runs rodder tliau blood : 
Wild danrei*s arc tliero, and a riot of niirtb, 

And the l)cauty that maddens the*, passions of earth ; 
And the crowds all shout, 

Till tin* vast roofs rinij,— 

“ All praise to 13ol.sliaz/ar, I3e;lshazzar tlie king ! 

“ Bring forth,” cries tin* Monarch, “ tlic vessels of gold, 
Which my father tore down from the tom})h*s of old ; 
Bring fortli, and we'll drink, while the trumpets are 
blown. 

To the Gods of bright silver, of gohl, and of stone : 
Bring forth !”—and before him the vessels all sliine, 
And he bows unto Baal, and he drinks the dark wine ; 
Whilst the trumpets l)ray, 

And the cymbals ring,— 

“ Pniise^ praise to Belshazzar, Belshazzar the king ! ” 

What cometh I—look, look ! without menace*, or call ? 
Who writes, with the Lightning's bright hand, on the 
wall ? 

What picrceth the King, like the pohit of a dart ? 
What drives tlie bohl hluo<i from liis cheek to his heart I 
“ Chaldeans ! Magicians ! the letters expound ! ” 

They are read,—and Belshazzar is dead on the ground ! 
Hark!—The Persian is come 
On a conqueror’s wing ; 

And a Mode’s on tlie throne of Belshazzar the king I 
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CV!I.—A 1‘IIANTASY. 


Fkrd Ijor Uh^ losivos of Love ! 

(Lov(‘, the rose, lhat blossoms here) \ 
Music, gently ’round her move ! 

Rind her to tiie cypress n<*ar ! 

Weave her ’round and ’round, 

With skeins of silken sound ! 

’Tis a little stricken deer, 

Wlu) doth from the hunter fly, 

Wandci'ing hero to droo[i,—to die, 
Ignorant of her wound ! 

Soothe her with sad stories, 

O Poet, till she sleep 1 

Pr<*ains, come forth with all your glories ^ 

NiglU, hri^athe soft and deep ! 

Music, ’round Jut creep 1 
If she steal away to weep, 

S('ok her out,—and, when you find Jier, 
(Jentle, gentlest Music, wind her 
K(mnd and round, 

Uound and round, * 

With your bands of softest sound ; 

Such as we, at night-fall, licar 
In the wizjird forest near, * 

Wlicn the cliarined Maiden sings 
At the hidden springs ! 
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CVIII.—LIFK. 


We are born ; we laugh : wc weep ; 

We love ; wc droop ; we die ! 

Ah ! wherefore do we laugh, or weep 1 
Why do we live, or die 1 
Who knows that secret deep 1 
Alas, not 1 ! 

Why doth the violet spring 
Unseen by human eye 1 
Why do the radiant seasons bring 
Sweet thoughts that quickly fly I 
Why do our himl hearts cling 
To things that die 1 

Wc toil,—through pain and wrong ; 

We fight,—and fly ; 

We love ; wc I()se ; and then, ere long, 
Stone*dead wo lie. 

0 Life ! is all tliy song 
Endure and-^ie 1 ” 


HKZ) OV PART 7H8 AUCONO. 



soKgs. 


PART THE FOURTH. 


CIX. 


THE RETURN OF THE ADMIRAL. 

How galljintly, liow niorrily 
VVe rid«^ along the sea I 
The morning is all sunshine. 

The wind is blowing free : 

The bilknvH are all sparkling, 

And bounding in the light, 

Like creivtures in whose sunny veins 
The blood is running bright. 

All nature knows our triumph 
Strange birds about us sweep ; 
Strange things conio up to look at 
The masters of the deep : 

In our wake, like any servant, 

Follows even the lK)Id shark; * 

Oh, proud must be our Admiral 
Of such a bonny barque! 

Proud, pi'oud must be our Admiral^ 
(Though he is pale to-day,) 

Of twice live hundred iron men, 

WJio all his nod obev : 
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Wlio tou"ht for liiin, and coiniuorod, 
VVlio’vo won, with bw<‘at and goro, 
Nohilitif I whicli he sluiU have 
\Vh<>no’<T ho touch llio shore. 

Oil ! would [ were our AUininil, 

To order, with a wonl ; 

To lose a dozen drops of blood, 

And so rise up a lord! 

IM shout e’en to yon sliark, there, 
Who foll«)u.s in onr lee, 

“Some; day. I’ll make thee carry me. 
Like lightning through the sea." 

—Tho A<lmiral grew paler, 

And paler as we flew : 

Still talked ho to Ins oflicors, 

And smiled upon liia crew ; 

And he looked up at the heavens, 

And lie looked dov.'ii on the s«m, 
And at last he spied tin; creature, 
Tlnit k<‘pt following in our lee. 

He shook—'twas hut an instant; 

For bpei'dily the ])ridc 
Ran erhnson to hh heart, 

Till all chances lie defied : 

It tlu’ew Ixddiiess on his forehead ; 

It gave lirinness to his breath ; 

And lie stood like some grim warrior 
Mew risen up from death. 


That night, a horrid wliispor 
Fell on u.s where wo lav ; 

And we knew onr old fine Admiral 
Was ehanging into clay ; 

And we heard the wash of waters, 
Though nothing could wc see, 
And a Aslustle and a ))Iunge 
Among the billows in our lee ! 
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^Till dawn we wateluKl the 1)o<Iy, 

111 its dead and ghastly sleep, 

And next evening, at sunset, 

It was slung into tlie de('j) I 
And never, fr<nu tliat inonient,— 
Save mt shutlder througli the sea, 
Saw we t»r heard tlie sliark 
That had followed in our lee ! 


CX,—SLEK? ON ! 

tlBT TU MUSIC AT THIS CIILV^M !■ K NVUHOMM. 


Slkrp on ! Tlio \vc)vld is vain ; 

All grief, and sin, and pain : 

If there be a dream of j(*y. 

It comes in slumber, ijreity boy ! 

So, sweet Slei‘p! 

Hang upon his eyelids deep ; 

Shew liim all tliat cannot be, 

Ei*o thou dost Hee ! 

Sleep on I Let no bad truth 
Fall yet upon his youtli: 

Let him see no thing unkind, 

But live, a little longer, blind ! , 

Oh ! sweet Sleep ! 

Hang upon his eyelids deep • 

Shew him Love, without his witigs, 
And all fair things i 
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CXI.—HOME. (A Dukt.) 

ILc. Dost thou love wandeiing 1 Whither woiild'at 
thou go ? [fair! 

Di*oain’st thou, sweet daughter, of a land more 
D«>st thou not love these ayc hluo Ktivams that How 1 
These spicy forests I and this gulden air ? 

Sfit. 0, yes, I love the woods, and streams, so gay : 
And, more than all, O father, 1 love iliac; 

Yet would 1 fain he wandering—far away, 

Where such tlnngs never were, nor e’er shall be. 

Ih. Speak, mine own daughter with the sunbright 
locks! f roam ? 

To what j>ale banished region would’st thou 
0 father, let us find our frozen rocks ! 

Let’s seek that country of all countries,—Home ! 

He. Sce’st thou these orange flowers ! this palm, that 
rears [dome 1 

Its head up tow’rds Heaven’s blue and cloudless 
fShc. I dream, I dream : mine eyes are hid in tears: 
My heart is waiiderhig round our ancient home. 

He. Why, then, we’ll go. Farewell, ye tender skies. 
Who ^h* Itered us, when wo wore force<l to roam! 
She. On, on ! Let's pass the swallow as he flies ! 

Farewell, kind land ! Now, father, now ,—for 
Home! 
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CXIL—THE WEAVKa’S SOXO. 

Weavk, brothers, weave !—Swiftly throw 
I'lie sliuttle athwart the loom, 

Ami hliow us how brightly your tlowei’s grow, 

That have beauty but no perfume ! 

Come, show us the rose, with a huiidred dyea. 

The lily, that hath no spot; 

The violet, deep as your true love's eyes, 

And the little forget-me-iiot! 

Shtj/i — ainr/, hrotiurs! u'cavc and sinii I 
^TU (food both to slrtf) (ntd to weave: 
^T'ashitter to uvrle than Ike idle: 

*2'k letter to Hi itfj than fjrkvc. 

Weave, !>rothcrs, weave !—Weave, and bid 
The colours of sunset glow ! 

Let grace in each gliding thread be hid ! 

Let beauty about yo bl<»w ! 

Lot your slv<‘in bo long, and your silk be fine, 

And your hands both firm atid s\ire, 

And Time nor chance shall your work untwine ; 
But all,—like a truth,—endure ! 

So,—slnrjy orotha's, d'c. 

Weave, brothers, weave !—Toil is (^urs ; 

But toil is the lot of men : 

One gathers the fruit, one gathers the flowei's, 

One soweth the seed again ! 

Tliore is n<d a creature, from England's king, 

T<» the peasant that delves the soil, 

That knows half the pleasures tho seasons bring, 

If he have not his share of toil! 

SOf-^sing, hrotJiert, ^ 



SONGS. 


cxni— TIIK KVEXIXG STAR. 

aXT TU MV 81 C VY TUB CIIXVALIKH NLDKUMM. 

The Evonin? Star, tho lover's star, 

The beautiful star conies liither ! 

He steereth his bur(|ue 
Through tho azuro dark, 

And briiii's us tlie hrii^ht blue weather,—Love 
The beautiful bright blue woatluT. 

The binls lie dumb, when the night stars cimie 
And Silence broods o’er the covers ; 

But a voice now wakes 
In the thorny Iirakes, 

And singoth a song for level's,—Love 1 
A Siid sweet song for lovtu's ! 

It singotli a song, of grief a.nd wrong, 

\ jiassionate song f«ir ethers ; 

Yet its own sweet pain 
Can never he vain, 

if it \vak<‘n<^th lov<' in others,—Love : 

It 'wakenetli love in others. 


CXI V.—SONG OVER A CHILD. 

Dheam, Baby, dream ! 

The stars arc glowing. 

Hear’st thou the stream 1 
’Tis soltly Howing. 

All gently glide the Hours : 
Above, no tenij>est lowju's : 
Below, are fragrant dowel's 
In silence growing. 



SONGS. 


Sleep, Baby, sleep, 

’Till dawji lo iiiorrow ! 

Why should'st thou weep. 

Who know’st not sorrow ? 

Too soon come pains and fears ; 
Too soon a cause for tears : 

So from thy future years 
No sadness borrow ! 

Dream, Baby, <lream ! 

'I’hinc eyelids quivor. 

Know’st thou the tiieme 
Of yon soft river ? 

It saith “ Be calm, Be sure, 
Unfailing;, {jentle, ])uie; 

So shall tliy life cnduri', 

Like mine, for ever I ’* 


I.OVli THE POET, PRETTY ONE 

Lovk the poet, ]n*cttv one I 
He iinfoldetli knowledge fair ; 

Lessons of the <‘arth and sun, 

And of azure air. 

lie can teach thee how to reap 
Music from the golden lyre : 

He can shew thee how to steep 
All thy thoughts in fire. 

Herd not, though at times he seem 
Dark and still, aixl cold as clay : 

He is shadowed by his Dream I 
But ’twill pass away. 
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Then —bright fancies will ho weave, 
Caught from air and lioavcn above : 
Some will teach tlieo liow to grieve ; 
Others, how—to Jove! 

I/ow from sweet to sweet to rove ; 

II*ow ail evil things to shun : 

Should I not then whisper—Love— 
Love the poet j prett^^ one ?” 


exVL^LOTE AND MIRTH. 

WiiAT song doth the criclcot sing 1 
Wlnit news doth the swallow bring 1 
What doth laughing boyhood tell i 
Wliat calls out th(^ marriage bell ? 

What say all ?—Lore and Mirth^ 
In the aiVifind m the earth : 

Verify %xi'y soft and merry 
Is the natural song of Earth. 

Mark the Morn, when first she springs 
Upwards on her golden wings ; 

Hark, to the soaring soaring lark ! 

And the echoing forests,—hark ! 

^ What say they?—Love and Mirths tCr. 

With the leaves the apples wrestle ; 

111 the grass the (laisies nestle ; 

And tlH^ sun smiles on the wall: 

Tell us, what’s the cause of all! 

Mirth and Love ; L<yve and Mirth^ ifc. 

Is it Mirth ? Then why will man 
Spoil the sweet song all he can ? 

Bid him, rathci*, aye rejoice. 

With a kind and a merry voice ! 

Bid him sing ^Love and Mirth / * 
To the aiVy and to the earth, <C‘C. 
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CXVJI.—A KKPOSK. 


Sue sloops amongst lier pillows soft, 

(A dove, now wearieil witli her ilight), 

And all around, and all aloft, 

Hang Hiitos and folds of virgin white : 

Her liair out-darkens the dark night, 
lier glance out-sliines the sUirry sky; 

But now licr locks are liidden quite, 

And closed is her fi'inge<l eye 1 

SIic sleepcth : wherefore doth she start I 
She sigheth ; doth slie feel no pain ? 

Mono, none ! the Dream is nejir her lieart; 

The Spirit of sleep is in hi^r brain. 

He cometh down like golden min, 

Without a wish, without a sound ; 

He cheers the sleeper (ne’er in vain), 

Like May, when earth is winter-bound. 

All day within some cave ho lies, 

Dethroned from his niglitly sway,— 

Far fading when the dawning skies ^ 

Our souls with wakening thoughts array. 

Two Spirits of ndght doth man obey ; 

By each he’s wrought, from eacl^ lie leann?; 
The one is Lord of life hy day ; 

The other when shirry Niglit returns. 
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CXVIII.—PERDITA. 

SRt TO UUBIC RT SIONOB VRItlNI. 


The nest of the dove is rilled ; 

Alas! alas ! 

Tlio di*eam of doli;;ht is stiHed ; 

And all that was 
Of beauty jind hope is broken ! 

But words will flet*, 

Though truest wore over spoken *— 
Alas, for me ! 

His love was a.s fragrant ever, 

As flowers to bees; 

His voice like the nnmriiful river; 

But sti’eaius will frei'ze ! 

Ah ! whore can I fly, deceived ? 

Ah ! whore, where rest ? 

1 am sick, like the dove bereaved) 
And liave uo nest! 


t!XIX.—IIERMIONE. 


Thou hast beauty bright and fair, 

Manner noble, aspect free, 

Eyes that are untouched hy care : 

Wliat thou do we ask fr<un thco ? 

Ilermi 07 ie, Uermione t 
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Tliou liast reason quick and strong, 

Wit that envious men admire, 

And a voice, itself a song ! 

What then can we still desire ? 

Jlcnmone, limnmit, ? 

Something thou dost want, 0 qtieen ! 

(As tlie gold doth ask alloy,) 

Tears.—amidst thy laughter seen, 

Pity,—mingling witli thy joy. 

Tina is all icc asl'.from theSy 
JUermioney lla'iiuonel 


CXX.—MARIAN. 


Spirit of the summer breeze ! 
Wherclore sleep’st thou in the trees ? 
Come, and kiss tlie inai«i»’ii rose, 

That on Marian's bosom blows ! 

0 )ine, and fawn about licr hair ! 

Kiss tlie fringes of her eyes ? 

Ask her why she looks so fair, 

When she heedeth not my sighs {• 

Tell her, murmuring summer air, 
That her beauty’s all untrue*; 

Tell her, she shoulil not sn in fair, 
Unless she be gentle ! 
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CXXI.—TIIK OWT.. 


In tile liollow tree, iii the old grey tower, 

The spectral OwiNJoth dwell ; 

Dull, hated, despised, in the sunshine hour, 

But at dusk,—he’s abroad and well ! 

Not a bird of the forest e’er mates with him ; 

All nioek him outright, by day; 

But at night, when the woods grow still and dim. 
The boldest will shrink away 1 

0, when the nii/ht fulls, and rousts the fml, 
Then, then, is the rc'ujn of the Homed Owl I 


And the Owl hath a bride, who is fond and bold, 
And loveth the wood's deep gloom; 

And, with eyes like the shine of die moonstone cold. 
She awaiteth her ghastly groom ! 

Not a feather she moves, not a earol she sings. 

As she waits in her tree, so still; 

But when her heart heareth his flapping wings, 

She hoo,*8 out her welcome shrill 1 

0—wleen the moon shines, and dofis do howl t 
Them, then is titejoy of the Horned QuiU 

Mourn not for the Owl, nor his gloomy plight 1 
The Owl hath his share of good : 

If a prisoner he be in the broad day-light. 

Ho is Lord in the dark green wood ! 

Nor lonely the bird, nor his ghastly mate ; 

They are each unto each a pride ; 
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Thrice fonder perhaps, amce a stninge dark fate 
Hath rent them from all beside ! 

SOf when the nifflit falls, and docjs d.o howl, 

Sin/j, JIo / for the rehjn of the Horned Owl / 

Wc know not alway 
Who arc kin/fs by day. 

But the Kiwj of the niyht is the bold bi'own Owl! 


CXXII. 

KILL THE LOVE THAT WINDS AROUND 
THEE. 


Kill the love tl\at winds around thoe, 

With its snake-like death-like twine ! 
Where’s the guardian faith that hound Uieo ? 

Where arc all thy gifts divine ? 

Wlicro is wisdom ? Where is wine ? 

Where's tlie sad dark truth of story ? 
Where the Muse’s mighty line ? 

Where the fame that burned before thee I 

What is love, but life deformed * 

From its gtiind oidginal aim 1 
Hero into slave tninsfornied I 
Worlds lost at a single game ? 

Whose the peril—whose the shame, 

Should’st thou die in Love's fond slavery I 
Kise I Earth's nought without its fame! 
Kise! Life’s nought without its bravery i 
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CXXllL—TJTK LAKE HAS BURST. 

Tub lake has bui-st ! The lake has hurst! 
Down through the chasms the wild waves Hee: 
Tli(‘y gjillop along 
With a rearing song, 

Away to tlie eager awaiting sea! 

Down through the valleys, and over the rocks, 
And over the forests the flood runs free ; 

And wherever it dashes, 

'riie oaks ami the ashes 
Shrink, drop, and arc home to the hungry sea 

The cottage of reeds and the tower of stone, 
Both sliakiii to ruin, at last agnsj; 

And the slave and his master 
In oiui wide disaster 

Are hurried like weeds to the scornful sea ! 

The 8civ>bcast ho tossoth his foaming mane ; 
He bellows aloud ti> the misty sky ; 

And t)ie sleep-huricd Thunder 
“Awakens in wonder. 

And the Lightning opens her piercing eye ’ 

There ’is death above, there is death around ; 
There is death wher(*soever the waters be ; 
Tlierc is nothing now doing 
Save terror and ruin. 

On earth, and in air, and the stormy sea! 



CXXIV.—SING, MATDKN, SING 


Sing, Maiden, sing! 

M(mtbs were made for Binging ; 
Listen,—Songs thou ’It hear 
Tlirough tile wide x^orld ringing ; 
Solids fx’om all tlio birds, 

Songs from winds and showers, 
Songs fi\»m seas and streams, 
liven from sweet llowei^. 

llear*st thou the rain, 

How it gently falletli I 
nearest thou the bird. 

Who from forest calleth ? 
nearest thou tlic bee 
O’er the sunflower ringing ? 

Tell us, Maiden, now — 

Should’st thou not be singing I 

Ilear’st thou the breeze 

Uound the rose-bud sighing ? 

And the small sweet rose 
Love to love replying I 
So should’st thou reply. 

To the piuyer we ’re bringing^: 

So that bud, thy mouth, 

Should burst forth m singing ! 
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CXXV.—MAURKEX. 


Thk cottajre ia here, as of old I remember; 

'riu-> ]>:itlnvay is W(Hii, as it ever hath been : 

Oil the tuii-i'iled heartli there still lives a bright ember; 
But,—where is Maureen I 

The same pleasant ]>ro8pGCt still shineth before me,— 
The river—the mountain—the valley of green, 

And Heaven itself (a bright blessing !) is o’er me ! 
But,—where is Maureen I 

L<ist! Lost!—Likea dream that hath come and departed, 
{Ah, why arc the loved and lost ever stsen 1) 
Shehath iallen,—hath Hown, with a lover false-hearted; 
So, mourn for Maureen 1 

And She, who so loved her, is slain (the poor mother,) 
Struciv dead in a day. by a shadow unseen ! 

And tlie home we now loved, is the home of another, 
Ajid—lost is Maureen! 

Sweet Shannon ! a moment by tbee let me ponder ; 

A moment look back at the tilings that have been ; 
Then, away U: the world where the ruined ones wander, 
To se .'k for Maureen I 
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CXXVI.—WINK. 

SET TO UVBIC TIIK CIIEVAI.IKK NEUXOMM 


1 I.OYE Wine ! Bold bright Wine I 
That biddeth the manly Spirit shine ! 
Others may care 
For water fare ; 

But give mi —Wine 1 

Ancient Wine I Brave old Wine ! 

How it arouml the heart doth t\Miic ! 
Poets may love 
The stars above ; 

But I love—Wine I 

Nought but Wine ! Noble Wine, 
Strong, and sound, and old, and line. 
What can scare 
The devil Despair, 

Like brave bright wine 1 

0 bi’ave Wine ! Rare old Wine ! , 

Once thou wast deemed a God divine I 
Bad are the rhymes, 

And bad the times, ,, 

That scorn old Wine ! 

So, bravo Wine ! D<'ar old Wine ! 
Morning, Noon, and Night I’m tiiinel 
Whatever may be, 

I ’ll stand by thee, 

Immortal Wine I 
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CXXVII. 

SING! WHO MINGLES WITH MV LAYS 


SiN’G ! \Vho niinfflcH with my lays ? 
Maiden of the primrose days ! 

Sing witli me, and 1 will show 

All that tlioa in spring siionld’st know ; 

AII the names of all the flowc rs; 

What to do with primrose hours ! 

Sing ! who mingles with my song ? 
Soldier in the battle strong! 

Sing, and thee 1 ’ll music teach, 

Such as thunders on the beach ; 

Wlien the waves run mad and wliite, 
Like a warrior in the light! 

Sing ! wlio loves the music tender ? 
Wi<low, who hath no defender ! 

Orphan !—Scholar!—Mother wihl, 
^yho hast loveil (ami lost) a child ! 
Maiden, dreaming of to-morrow ! 

Let us sing and banish sorrow ! 

Come,.!—Sweet music hath a smart, 
And a ba:m fur cvei'y heart 1 
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CXXVllI. 

I LOVE MY LOVE, ]IECAISE IIK LOVES ME. 

8RT TO MCStC DT TUB CIIBVjtLIEK NBUKOSIH. 


Man, man loves his steed. 

For its Idood or its bree<l, 

For its odour the rose, for its honey the bee; 

His own liaughty beauty 
From pride or from duty ; 

Out I love niy love, because —he loves nie. 

Oh, my love has an eye, 

Like a star in the sky, 

And bresith like the sweets from the hawthorn tree ; 
And his heart is a treasure, 

Whose woitli is past measure ; 

And yet lie hath given all —all to me ! 

It crowns me with light, 

In the dead of the niglit. 

It brightens my journey by land and sea ; • 

And thus, while I wander, 

^ I sigh and grow fonder. 

For my love ever grows with Mu love fof me. 

Why didst tlum depart, 

Thou sweet bird of my heart ? 

Oh ! come back to my bosom, and never flee s 
I never will grieve thee, 

1 *11 never deceive |]ie<j. 

But love thee for ever,—as thou lov’st rue. 
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CXXIX.—HAHYLOX. 

8LT TO tlliSIC BT UR. U. FUILLirit 


( Jlrcitative.) 

Pause in this desert ! Here, men say, of old 
Betshazziir reij^iied, aixl drank from cups of gold ; 
Here, to liis Ui<leous idols, bowed the slave, 

And iiere—God struck him dead! 

. . . . . Whore lies his grave I 

Tis lost!—His brazen gates ? Ins soaring towers, 
h’rom wliosc dark tops men watched the starry hours ? 
All to the dust gone down I Tho desert bare 
Scarce yields an echo when we question “TTAere ? ” 
The lonely herdsman seeks in vain the spot; 

And tho black wandering Arab knows it not. 

No brick, nor fragment now remains, to tell 
Wlierc Babylon, mighty city, rose—and fell! 

0 City, vast and old ! 

'Where, where is thy grandeur lied ? 

The stream that around thee rolled, 

Still roils in its ancient bed ! 

J^ut where, oh, where art Thov gone ? 
Ohf Babylon I Oh^ Babylon 1 

The Giant, when he dies, 

Still leaveth his bones behind, 

To shrink in the winter skies, 

And whiten beneath the wind ! 

But where, oh, where^ <t’c. 
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Thou liv’ai I —for thy iiaiuo still glows, 
A liglit ill the ‘Icsert skies ; 

As the fame of tlie hero grows 
Thrice trebled because be dies ! 

Oh, Habylon/ Oh^ Babylon f 


exxx.—TALK NOT TO MK OP LOVE, 


Talk not to me of love ! 

The deer that dies 

Knows more of lov<i than T, 

Who seek the skies. 

Strive not to bind my soul 
With chains of clay ! 

I scorn thy poor control | 

A'vay,—Away ! 

Now, wherefore dost thou weave 
Tliy falsehoods strange ? 

Sad words may make me grieve, 
But never change. 

A snake 8lecj)s in thine eye ; 

It stirs thine heart: 

Why dost thou seem to sigh ? • 

Depart,—Depart! 

1'hy dreams, when Fortune ?lew, 
Did elsewhere range: 

But Love is ahimys true, 

And knows no chaii<rc ", 

Move film in want, in strife 
Ay, firm through crime, 

He looketh down on life, 

Tlie star of Time! 
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CXXXI.—THE REMOSSTRANCK. 

Thou’lt take me with thee, my love, my love I 
Wlicrevci’ tUou’rt forced by fate, to move ? 

Over the land, or over the sea, 

Thou kiiow’st Tis the same delight to rm. 

What sa/st thou, dear 1 
Thy briile is here, 

All ready to live aud die with thee, 

}kr licart was in the song ; 

Jt nmruiurtd tn the measure ; 
It touched the music, all alowj, 
With a grave sweU pleasure. 

Thou wilt not leave me behind, behind. 

To the malice of Fortune, harsh aud blind ? 
ril follow thy cal), as a bird wouhl flee, 

Aud sing or l)e mute as thou biddest me. 

What say'st thou, dear. 

To iny fond, fond fear 1 
Thou canst not banisli tiiy love from thee ! 

Jler heaii was in the song ; 

It murmuixd in the measujv ; 
If towhed the music, all alotjj, 
^ WUh a grave sweet pleasure. 

WTiat say'st thou, my soldier, my love, my pride ? 
Thy answer ? What, was I not hom thy bride ? 

From my cradlb e’er cherished for love ami thee, 
And dar’st tliou now banish or bid me flee 1 
Smil’st thou at my fear ? 

All, then, my dear, 

I hnow I may love—live—dio with thee ! 

Her heart was in the song ; 

Jt murmured in the measui'e; 
It touched the musky all along. 
With a grave sweet pleasure. 
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WHAT SAY TITE Cf.OlTDS ON THE TULL AND 
PLAIN? 

What say the clouds on the hill and plain I 
‘‘We come, we go.'’ 

What siiy the springs of tlie dreaming brain ? 

“ Wc shrink, we How." . 

What say the niai<ls in their changeful hours 1 
“ We laugh, we cry." 

What say the budding and tilling flowers ? 

“ Wo live we die.” 

And Mu-v all thhvjs (fo ranr/hit/y 
From riddle to riddle chawdnffy 
From, day Into nlfildyfrom life into deaths 
And no one hmes iehijy my aony saitlu 

A fable is good, and a truth is good, 

And loss., an<l gain ; 

And the ebb and the flood, and the black pine wood, 
And the vast bare plain ; 

To wake and to sleep, and to dream of the deep, 

Arc good, say T ; 

And 'tis goofl to laugh and 'tis good to weep ; 

But who knows why ? ‘ * 

Yet ilmts all ilthys yo ranylngy Ac, 

We cumber the earth for a hundred yedrs ; 

Wc learn, we teach ; 

We fight anudst perils, and hopes, and fears, 

Fame’s rock to rcacli. 

Wc boast that our fellows are sages wrought 
In toil and pain ; 

Yet the commonest lesson by Nature taught, 

Doth vex their hniin! 

Oh! ail ^inys here yo ranyinffy <(r. 
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CXXXIIl.—A DII.KMMA. 


Which is the maiden I love best ? 

Twenty now arc buzziiijj rouinl ino ; 

Three in tlieir milk-white arms have wound me, 
Gently,—yet I feel no rest! 

One hath showered her black locks o'er me, 

Ten kneel on the ground before me, 

Casting forth such beams of blue, 

Tliat I’m pierc’d—oli, through and through ! 
IWchus ! Go<ls ! wliat can 1 do I 
Wliich intust I love best? 

Tell me—(ah, more gently take me, 

Sweet one, in tiiy warm white arms !) 

Toll me,—which will ne’er foi’sako me 
Thorough all life’s ills and harms ? 

Is it she, whose blood’s retreating 

From that forehead crowned with pride ? 

Is it she, whoso pulse is heating 
Full against rny imarincd side ? 

What do all these things betide 1 
Strong my doubts grow,—strong,—and stronger: 

Quick ! give answer to my call! 

]f ye pause a moment longer, 

I shall lovgtye—A ll! 



CXXXIV.—THE BEGGAR’S SONG. 


I AM a merry beggar, 

A beggar 1 >\as born, 

Toast'd about the wild world, 

From evening till morn ; 

A playtliiiig of the tcinpe-st, 

A brother of tlie night, 

A eoii((ueror, a conjuror, 

Wlien ’tis merry starlight I 

Oil ! nothing can withstand me, 
Whenever 1 do stooji, 

Fnnn the warm heart of the houscwifei 
To the chicken in the coop ; 

From the linen of the la<ly, 

To the larder of the knight, 

All come when I do conjure, 

In the merry star-liglit! 

I pay no tithes to parson, 

Tho* I follow like Ills clerk ; 

For he takes his tenths by daj light,* 

1 take mine in the dark ; 

I ])ay tlie king no window-tax ; 

From some it may be light, • 

But all I do beneath tlie blue, 

Is by merry star-light! 

I roam from lane to common, 

From city unto town, 

And I tell a merry story, 

To gentleman or clown : 
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Each gives mo bod or victuals, 

Or ale that glitters bright, 

Or—I contrive to borrow them 
By merry star-light! 

Oh, the tradesman he is rich, sirs. 
The farmer well to pass, 

The soldier he ’a a lion, 

The alderman’s an ass ; 

The courtier he is subtle, sirs. 

And the scholar he is bright ; 
But who, like me, is ever free 
In the merry star-light 1 


CXXXV.—TO SOPHIE. 

Wilt thou bo a nun, Sophie ? 

Nothiwj hut a nun ? 

Is it not a bettor thing 

With thy friends to laugh and sing! 

To bo loved and sought ? 

To be woo’d and—won 1 
Dost thou love the shadow, Sophie. 
Better than the sun 1 

I’m a poor lay-brother, Sophie ; 

Yet, I this may say,— 

Thou ha(f St bettor bear with love, 
Than dwell here, a prison’d dove, 
Weeping life away. 

Oh ! I'd iiear love’s pangs, rather, 
Fifty times a day ! 



soxns. 


141 


CXXX\I. 

BUTLD UP A COLUMN TO BOLIVAR. 


Build up a eoUiinn to Bolivar ! 

Build it under a tropic star ! 

Build it ljij;h as his mounting fame ! 
Crown its In^ad with liis noble name ! 

J.ct the letters tell, like a li«ht afar. 

This u the column of Jioiivarl** 

Soldier in war, in peace a man, 

Bid lie not all that a hero can I 
Wasting liis life for his country’s care, 
Laying it down with a patriot prayer. 
Shedding his bhiod like the summer rain, 
Loving the land, though he loved in vain ! 
Man is a creature, good or ill, 

Little or great, at liis own strong will ; 
And he grew good,and wise, and great, 
Albeit he fouglit with a tyrant fate. 

And showerM his golden gifts on men, 
Who paid him in basest wrongs ag;^in ! 

H.'iise tho column to Bolivar ! 

I^'irm in peace, and fierce in w^r ! 

Shout forth his noble, noble name ! 

Shout, till his enemies die, in shame ! 
Shout, till Columbia’s woods awaken, 

Like seas by a mighty tempest shaken,— 
Till pity and prais<‘, and great disdain, 
S(»und like an Indian hiuTieano ! 

Shout ! as \e shout in cinniuering war, 
While ye build tlie column to Bolivar ! 
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CXXXVII.—TIIE NIGHT SHADE. 

Tread aside from my starry bloom ! 

I am the nurse who f(‘ed the tomb 
(Tlie tomb, my child) 

With dainties'piled, 

Until it grows strong as a tempest wild, 

Trfvmple not on a virgin flower ! 

I am the mai<l of the midnight hour ; 

I bear sw'<*et siee[), 

To those who weep, 

And lie on their eyelids dark an<l deep. 

Tread not thou on my snaky eyes ! 

I am the w’orni that the weary prize, 

The Nile’s soft asp, 

That they strive to grasp, 

And one that a queen has loved to clasp ! 

Pity me ! I am she whom man 
Hath hated since ever the world began ; 

I soothe his brain. 

In the night of pain. 

But at morning lie waketli,—and all is vain 


CXXXVIir.—TO A FLOWER, 

Dawn, gentle flower, 

From the morning earth 
We will gaze and wonder 
At thy wondrous birth ! 
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Bloom, gentle flower ! 

Lover of the light. 

Sought by wind and shower, 
Fondled by the nigiit! 

Fade, gentle flower ! 

Ail thy white leaves close ; 
Having shewn thy beauty, 

'l injc His for repose. 

Die, gentle flower, 

In the silent sun ! 

Soli,—all pangs are over. 

All thy tiisks ai’e done ! 

Day hath no more glory, 
Thougli he soars so high ; 
Tliine is all man’s story, 

Xtre ,—and love,—and die/ 


THE FAREWEl.L OF THE SOLDIKlt, 


I LOVE thee, 1 love thee, 

Far bettei* than wine, 

But tile cni*se is above me ; 

Thou *lt never be mine ! 

As the blade wears the scabbard, 
'file billow the shore, 

So sorrow doth fret me 
For ovei'inorc. 

Fair beauty, I leave thee, 

'I’o coinjuer iny heart: 

I HI see thee, 1 ’ll bless thee. 

And then—depart. 
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Lot mo take, ere I vanish. 
One look of thine eyes,— 
One smile f(»r mnombraiice, 
For life soon flies 1 

—And now for the fortune, 
That hangetli above; 

And to bury in battle, 

My dream of love I 


CXL.—A BRIDAL DIRGE. 


Weave no more the marriage chain ! 

All unmatod Is the lover ; 

Death has UVn the ])lace of Pain ; 
Liro <loth call on love in vain : 

Life and years of hope are over ! 

No more want of marriage hell ! 

No more need of bridal fav(tiir ! 
Where is she to wear tlu iu well ? 

You, beside the lover, tell! 

Gone—with all the love he gave her 

PaleV than the stone she lies : 

Colder than the winter’s morning ! 
Wherefore did she thus despise 
^She with pity in her eyes) 

Mother’s gire, and lover’s warning I 

Youth and beauty—shall they not 
Last beyond a brief to-morrow ? 

No: a prayer and then forgot I 
This the truest lover’s lot; 

This the sum of human sorrow! 
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CXLI. 

THE SONG OF THE OUTCAST, 


I WAS born on a winter’s morn, 

Welcomed to Ule with liate an<i scorn, 

Torn from a famished mother’s side, 

Who left me hero, with a laugli, and—died ; 
Left me hero, with the curse of life, 

To l>c tossed about in the burning strife. 
Linked to nothing, but shame and pain, 
Echoing nothing, but man’s disdain ; 

O, that I might a^rawi be born, 

With treble my strength of hate and scorn ! 

1 was boni by a sudden sliock,— 

Born by the blow of a ruffian sire, 

Given to air, as the blasted rock 
Gives out the reddening roaring fire. 

My sire was stone; but my dark blood 
llan its round like a fiery fiood, 

Hushing through every tingling vein, 

And flaming ever at man’s disdain ; 

Heady to give back, night or morn, 

Hate for hate, and ocorn for scorn ! 

They cast me out, in my hungry need, 

(A dog, whom none would own nor feed,) 
Without a home, without a meal, * 

And bade me go forth^to slay or steal! 
What wonder, God ! had my hands been red 
With the blood of a host in secret shed ! 

But, no : 1 fought on the free sea-wave, 

And perilled my life for my plunder brave, 
And never yet shrank, in nerve or breath, 
But struck, as the piiute strikes,—to death ! 
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CXLII_THE CONVICT’S FAREWELL. 


A Boat is rowed along the sea, 

Full of souls as it may he ; 

Their dress is coarse, their liair is shorn. 

And every squalid face forlorn 

Is full of sorrow, and hate, and scorn ! 

What is’t ?-It is the Convict Boat, 

That o’er the waves is forced to float, 
Bearing its wicked bm*den o’er 
The ocean, to a distant shore : 

Man scowls upon It; but the sea 
(The same with fettered as with free) 
Daiiceth beneath it heedlessly ! 

Slowly tlie boat is borne along ; 

Yet they who row arc hard and sti’ong, 
An<l well their oars keep time. 

To one who sings (and clunks liis chain, 
The better thus to hide liis pain,) 

A bitter, banished rhyme ! 

He sings : and all his mates in woe 
Chaufiit sullen chorus as they go ! 


Row us on, a felon band, 

Farther out to sea, 

Till we lose all sight of land, 

And then—wc shall be free ; 

Row us on, and loose our fettci*8 ; 

Yeo ! the boat makes way : 

Let’s say ‘<Good bye” unto our betters, 
And, hey for a brighter day I 
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cnonns. 

How mfast! How m fuat! 

Trial ’iJ oVr 101(1 S( ntcvrc past; 

Jl 0 'e*s a whisllefor fhm who ivied to hUnd iw, 
And a curse on all we leave behind us! 

Farewell, juries,—jailors,—friends, 

(Traitors to the ch>se ;) 
ll<*re the felon’s danger ends. 

Farewell, bloody foes! 

Farewell, England ! We arc quitting 
Now thy dungooii door.s : 

Take our blessing, as wc Ve flitting,— 

‘‘ A curse upon thy shores !” 

Farewell, England,—honest nurse 
Of all our wants and sins ! 

What to thee's a felon’s curse 1 
What to theo who wins ? 

Murder thriveth in thy cities ; 

Famine tlirough thine isle: 

One may cause a dozen ditties ; 

T’ other scarce a smile. 

Farewell, England,—tender soil, 

Where babes who leave the breast, ^ 

Fi'r>m morning into midnight toil, 

'J'hat pride may be proudly drest ? 

Where he who’s right and he wh(^swerveth 
Meet at the goal the same; 

Where no one hath what ho deserveth, 

, Not even in empty fame ! 

So, fare thee well, our country dear! 

Our last wisli, ere we go, 

Is—May your heart be never clear 
From tax, nor tithe, nor woo 1 

T. 2 
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May they who sow e’er reap for others, 

Tlie liuiidred for the one ! 

May friends grow faUe, and twin-born brothers 
liich hate his Mother’s son ! 

^lay pains ainl forms still fence the place 
Where justice must bo IjO'Mjht! 

So Im who *s poor must hide liis face, 

And he who thinks—his thought! 

May Might o’er Right be crowned the winner. 

The head still oVr the heart, 

And the Saint be still so like the Sinner, 

You ^11 not know them apart! 

May your traders grumble when bread is higli, 

And your farmers when bread is low, 

And your pauper brats, scai’cc two feet high, 

Learn more than your nobles know ( 

May your sick have foggy or frosty weather, 

And your convicts all short throats, 

And your blood-covered bankers e’er hang togcthei 
And tempt )c with one pound notes ! 

And so,—with hunger in your jaws, 

And peril within your breast, 

And a bar of gold, to guard your laws, 

For those who paji the best, 

Farewell to Fu'^laiid’s woe and weal! 

. , b\jr our betters, so bold and blythe, 

May they never want, when they want a lueul, 

A Parson to take tlndr Tithe I 
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CXU»,~TIIK IlItU.AR HORN. 


Fill hijfh fill tho Hii Ijis horn, 
with bunli'^ht, like the morn ! 

Deop, ami vast, and fit to drowu 
All the troubles of a crown ; 

Deep, and vast, and cn»wiiod with mead, 

’Tis a cup for kinjjs indeed. 

Full of couimgc, full of worth, 

Making man a god on earth ! 

Wumors, JhropH, Onmf>r!an-hom, 
J)rinkf~from the J/irlas horn / 

Hide with foam the golden tip ; 

Make it rich for a prince’s lip ! 

Here's to the fame of Itoderick d(‘ad ! 

Ihuds, why do your iiarj»s not shed 
Music ! Come,—a mighty <lraught. 

To dead lloderick's name bo (juatt ’d ; 

Tell us all the hero won. 

All he did, from sun to sun ! 

JJarih, mui JuroeSt C(mhrlan-homf 
J)i'mk,—froin the Ilirlaa horn! 

Fill the horn to Madoc’s name, 

Fii’st in the mighty race of fame; 

Eaglo-heavtcd, eagle-eyed, * 

All hearts shuddered when he died ! 

Yet, why so ? for Tudor rose 
Like a lion upon our foes;— 

Like the wild storm-smitten ocean, 

When he puts his strength in motion ! 

Come, hrave spirits, Cumhrinn-'bcfm, 
Drink,—-from the Ilirlas horn! 
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Cambrian people—Cambrian mountains, 

Hack into your wizard fountains 
(Whore tlie Druid seew ava dwelling) 

Shout unto the crown’d IJewi'llin ! 

Patriot! Hero ! Moiuircli! Fri<‘nd ! 

Wreathed with virtues without end ! 

Fii’st of men ’tween Earth and Sky ! 

The sword and the shield of Diborty ! 

.Drink, all Spiril.i,Cuinhri<(n-boni, 

Jh'ijik to thf tjoody fiiral. vronui’d Llticclh 
Drink,—from the Jlirlas hcni! 


CXLIV. 

COME! LET DS GO TO THE LAND. 

8ST TO UUSIC nr SIOXOR TKHIM. 


Comb, —let us go to the land 
Where tlie violets grow I 
Let’s go thither, hand in hand. 

Over tlio waters, over the snow, 

To the land where the sweet sweet violets blow 

There,-— in the beautiful South, 

Where the sweet Howers lie, 

Thou shalt sing, with thy sweeter mouth, 

Under tlie light of the evening sky, 

That Love never fades, though violets die ! 
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CXLV.—TIIK LKVKTJ.KR. 


Tiik kin^ he reigns on a tlirone of gold, 

Fenced round by his riijht di\iuo ; * 

The baron Ije sits in his ensde old. 

Drinking his ripe red wine;: 

)Jut below, below, iii his ragged coat, 

Tlic bi‘ggar ho tuneth a hungry note, 

And the spinner is bound to his weary thread, 

And the debtor lies down with an aching head. 

So the world </o(8l 
St> the 8tre((ujl(nn< / 

Yd there is afdloio^wJiom nobody hionvy 
Who imkdh all free 
On land and sea, 

Andforcet/i the rich like the poor to flee ! 


The lady lies down in her warm white lawn, 

And dreams of her pearled pride ; 

The milkmaid sings, to the wild-eyed dawn, 

Sad songs on the cold hill-side : 

And the bishop smiles, as on high he sits, 

On the scholar who writes and starves h/'fits ; 

And the giri who her niglilly lu'cdlo jdies, 

Looks out for the suniiner of life,—and dies ! 

So the world yoes / • 

So the stream jlovs / 

Yd there is a fellow, whom nobody knotoif 
Who makdh all free 
On land and. sra, 

And forceUv the rich like the poor to fleet 
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OXIiVI.—TIJE SECRET OF SINGING. 


Lady, sing no more ! 

Science all is vain, 

Till the heart he touched, lady, 
And give forth its pain. 

’Tis a living lyre, 

F('d hy air and sun, 

0\‘r whose witching wire, lady^ 
Faery lingers run. 


Pity comes in tears, 

Fr(»!U her home uhovc, 

Hope, and sometimes F«av, huh, 
And the wizard,—Love ! 

Eacli doth search the heart, 

To its inmost springs, 

And when they de part, lady, 
TuHi tiic f^piiit sings! 


END f>K PAST Tilt; THIRD. 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


PART THE FIFTH. 


CXLVII.—THE FIGHT OF RAVENNA. 

He is bound for the wars, 

He is armed for the fight, 

With lion-like sinews, 

And the lieart of a knight; 

All hidden in steel, 

Like the sun in a cloud, 

And he calls for his charger, 

Who neigheth aloud ; 

And he calls for his page, 

Who comes Joith like the light 5 
And they mount and ride ott‘, 

For the Hreseian fight. 

Count Gaston dc Foix 
Is the heir of Narboiine, 

But his page is an orphan. 

Known,—link’d unto itone 
The master is young, 

But as bold as the blast; 

The servant all tender,— 

Too tender to last; 

A bud that was bom 
For the summer-soft skies, 

But left to wild winter, 

Is trampled and dies ( 
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** Come forward, iny young one, 
Hide on by my side ; 

What, child, wilt thou quell 
The Cahtiliaii prido 1 ” 

Thus speaks the gay soldier, 
His heart in his smile, 

But his page blushes deep, 

(Was it anger ?)—the while : 
Was it anger ? Ah, no : 

For the tender dark eye, 
Saith—‘ Master, for thee 
I will live, I will die ! ^ * 


Tliey speed to the field, 

All arrayed for the fight, 
And Brescia falleth, 

Like fruit in a blight; 

Scarce a blow for a battle, 

A shout for her fame ; 

All’s lost,—given up 
To the sound of a name ! 

But Bavenna hath sohiicrs, 
Wh(»se hearts ai*c more bold, 
Whose wine is all Spanish, 
Whose pay is all gold. 


he turns, with a laugh 
Of conti'mpt for his foe, 

And he girdeth his sword, 

F^or a weightier blow. 
Straight forward he rideth 
’Till night’s in the sky, 
When the page and the master 
Together must lie. 

Where loiters the page ? 

Ha! he hangoth his head, 
•And with forehead like fire 
He shuimeth the bod. 
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** Now rest thee, my weary one ; 

Drown tliee in sleep ! 

T2ic great sun liiiiiself 
Lieth down iii the deep j 
T2io beast on his }>asture, 

The bird on liis bough, 

The lord and the servant 
Are slmnberers now." 

I am wont,’^ sighecl the page, 

“ A long watching to keep ; 
Hut my lord sliall lie down 
Wfcilc 1 chai’iu him to sleep," 

Soon (cased in his annour) 

Down Hcth tlic knight, 

AikI the page he is tuning 
llis cittern aright; 

At last, through a voice 
Tliat is tender and low, 

The melody mourns 
Like a stream at its flow ; 

Sad, gentle, uncertain, 

As the life of a dream ; 

And thus the page singctli, 

With love for his theme : 


SONG. 


Theue lived a lady, long ago ; 

Her heart was sad and dark,—ah, me ! 
Dark with a single scci’et woe, 

That none could ever see ! 


2 . 

She left her home, she lost her priile, 

Forgot the jeering world,—ah, me ! 

A)id followed a knight, and fouglit, and died, 
All for the love of—chivalry I 
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She died,—and wiicn in her last dull sleep, 
She lav all pale and culd,—all, im* I 
They read of a love as wild and deep 
As the dark deep sea ! 

The song *s at an cad ! 

But tfio singer, so young, 

Still weeps at the music 
That fell from his tongue : 

His hands are enclasped ; * 

His checks are on fire ; 

And his black locks, unloosened, 

Lie mixed with the wire : 

But his lord —/te rejmses 
As calm as the night, 

Until dawn cometh forth, 

With her summons of light: 

Then—onwards they ride 
Under clouds of the vino ; 

Now silent, now singing 
Old stories divine; 

Now resting awliiU^, 

Near the cool of a stivsmi, 

Now wild for the battle ; 

Now lost in a <lri!am : 

At last—they are threading 
The forest of pines. 

And Itavenna, beleaguer’d 
Bv chivalry, shines! 

* * * 

Ravenna ! Ravenna ! 

Now ‘ Ood for tile right ! ’ 

For tlic Gaul and the Siianiard 
Are full in the tight. 

French squadrons are charging, 

Some con<{ucr, some reel; 
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Wild trumpets arc braying 
Aloud for Castile! 

Each cannon tiiat roareth 
Bears blood on its sound, 
And the dead and the dying 
Lie thick on the ground. 


Now shrieks are the music 
Tliat’s borue on the gust, 

An<l the groan of the war-horse 
Wlio^lies in the dust: 

Now Spaniards are cheered 
By the ‘honour* they love ; 

Now France b.y the flower 
Tiiat bloometh above ; 

And, indeed, o’er the riot, 

The steam, and the cloud, 

Still the Orillame floateth,—• 

The pride of the proud ! 

What ho ! for King Louis ! 

What ho ! for Narbonne ! 

Come soldiei’s! ’tis Gaston 
Who Icadeth yc on ! 

*Ti8 Gastoii, your brother, 

Who waveth his hand ; 

Who lights, as ye fight, 

For the vine-covered land ! 

*Tis Gsuston,—’tis Gaston, 

The last of his name, 

Who fights for sweet France, 

And will die for her fame ! 

< Come forward ! Come*-Ha » 

What is doing? He stops ! 

Why ? why ? By Saint Denis, 

He staggers,—he drops! 

'Twas something—’twas nothing— 
A shot and a sound ; 
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Yet the evcr*briglit hero 
Lies low on the ground ! 

He loscth Ilia eyc-ai^ht; 

He loseth his breath ; 

He smiles—All! his beauty 
Is darkeued by death 1 

No pause—not an inatant, 

For wailing or woe ! 

For the battle still rageth ; 

Still hghteth the foe ; 

Again roar the cannon ; 

Again flies tlie ball; 

And the heart of the Spaniard 
Spouts blood on the Gaul ! 
Strong armour is riven, 

Proud courage laid low, 

And Frenchmen and foeraen 
Are dead at a blow ! 

Oh, the bellowing thunders ! 

Tlie shudders—the shocks ! 
When thousands ’gainst thousand* 
Come clashing like rocks ! 

When the min is all scarlet, 

And clouds are half fire, 

And men's sinews ai'e snapped 
Like the threads of a lyre ! 
W!ien each litter’s a hearse. 

And each bullet a knell; 

When each breath is a curse, 

An<^ each bosom—a hell! 

4 : ^ 

Mourn, Soldiers,—he *s dead ! 

The last heir of Narbonne ! 

The bravest—the best! 

But the battle is won 1 
The Sjmniards have flown, 

To their fosse-cover’d tent j 





And the victors aiv left 
To i*ejoico,—and laniont! 
They still have proud leadeiii', 
Still chivalry brave ; 

But the jint of their lioroes 
Lies dumb lu the grave ! 


They bear him in honour ; 

They laurel his head ; 

But, wrho meets the ]>alc burtlien, 
And drops by the dead \ 

The Page ?—no,—the Woman ! 
Who followed her love, 

And who ’ll follow him still 
(If it may be)—above ; 

Who '11 watch him, and tend him, 
On earth, or in sky ; 

Who was ready to live for him, 
Heady to die 1 

... A Month has flown by, 

On the wings of the year ; 

And a train of sad maidens 
Droop after a bier ; 

No crown on the cotfln ; 

No name on the lid ; 

Yet the flow’r of all Provence 
Within it is hid ! 

Blanche —Countess,—and heiress, 
Once bright as tho sun, 

Lies dim, by the side 
Of the heir of Narbonne ! 

Oh, Courage! dost always 
Pay blood for a name 1 

True Love ! must thou ercr-more 
Die for thy fame ! 

*Twere sweet—could it be, 

That the lover should dwell 
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Ill the bosom (a heaven !) 

lie lovetli so well: 

Blit, if why then, Death, 
Be thou just to his wortli, 
And sweep iiim at once 

From the scorn of the earth ! 


CXLVIIL—THE FIRE FLY. 

Tell us, 0 Guide ! by what strange natural laws, 
This winged Hower throws out, night after night, 

Such lunar brightness ? Why ,—tor what grave cause 
Is this earth-insect crowiiM with heavenly light ? 
Peace ! Rest content! See whore, by cliff ami dedl, 
Past tangled forest paths and silent river, 

Tile little lustrous creature guides us well, 

And where we fail, his small light aids us ever. 

Night’s shining servant! Pretty star of earth ! 

[ ask not why thy lamp doth ever burn. 

Perhaps it is thy very life,—thy mind ; 

And tho^^v if robbed of that strange right of birth. 
Might be no more than Man,—wlicn Death doth turn 
Hia beauty into darkness, cold and blind ! 
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CXLIX.—T!IK BLOOD HOKSK. 


Gamaiiha is a n()])]c steed ; 

Strung, bhicU, and of the desert breed ; 

Full of fire, and tall of bone ; 

All his line of fathers known ; 

Fine his nose, his nostrils tiiin, 

But blown abroad by the pride within ! 

Ills mane, a stormy river flowing ; 

And his eyes, like embers gl<)wing 
Jn the darkness of the niglit ; 

And his ]>ace as awiit as light. 

Look,—around his straining throat 
(irace and shifting beauty float 1 
Sinewy strength is on his reins, 

And the red blood gallops through his veins' 
Riclicr, redder, never ran 
Tlirougli the hotu'ting lietirt of man. 

He enn trace his lineage higher 
Than the Bourbon dare asjiire, 

Douglas, Gu/mai', or the Guelph, * 

Or U’Brien’s blond itself I 

ll(>, who hath no peer,—was born* 

Here, upon a re.l March morn : 

Ihit his famous fathers dead 
Were Arabs all, and Aral) lired ; 

And the last of that great line, 

Tro<l like one of iiice <hvine ! 

And yet,—he waa but friend to one, 

Wlio fed him at the set of sun, 



SONGS. 


By sonic lone fountain fringe<l with ^n*eeii 
With A/w,—a roving Bedouin, 

He lived, (none else would he obey 
Through all the hot Arabian day), 

And died, untamed, upon the sands 
Where Balkh amidst the desert stands ! 


CL.—IIIDDKN THOroiiTS. 

Some joys we loiully tell ; 

S<)me thoughts we keep apart, 

Benced round, and bid them dwell 
lu inmost heart. 

Close in that heart (their don) 

The tiger passions sleep : 

Thei*e too, shut out from incii, 
Kcsolve lies deep. 

There dreams repose,—so fair, 

So frail, that hut to sigh 

TJieir names unto the air, 

Would force them die. 

Tliese give, like violets hid, 

A perfume to the mind ; 

Give light, as once they did, 

To poet blind \ 
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CLl.— AN EPrSTLK TO (TIAULKS I.AMn ; 

OV HIS RMANCITATION Kl>OM ('l.kUKsHIP. 


Dear Lasib ! 1 drink to tlioe,—to ihce 
Married to sweet Liberty ! 

Wliat* old friend, and art thou freed 
From the bonda^'i^ of the pen ? 

Free from care and toil indeed ? 

Friic to wander ainonj;st men, 

When and liowsoc’cr thou wilt ? 

All thy drops of labour spilt, 

On those hiij;c and fijiured paj;es, 

Which will sleep unclasp’d for ag<*s, 

Little knowing who did wield 

The quill that traversed their white Held I 

Come,—another mighty health ! 

Thou hast eaiiiM Ihy sum of wealth ; 
Countless ease ; immortal leistire ; 

Days and nights of boundless pleasure, 
Che<juerM by no dream of pain, 

Such as hangs on clerk-like brain. 

Like a uight-inare, and doth press 
The happy soul from happiness. • 

Oh, happy thou ! whose all of time 
(Day and eve, and morning prime.) 

Is fill’d with talk on pleasant themes, 

Or visions quaint, whicli come in dreams 
Such as panther’d Bacchus rules. 

When his rod is on “ the schools,^’ 

Mixing wisdom with their wine ; 

Or, perhaps, thy wit so fine ^ 



Stniyeth in soinf* eider book, 

Wliereon our inoilern Soloiis look 
With sev<'iv un^iil’led e\«"-', 

Wondei'ini; wlnitthou s('<‘st to prize. 
llap]>y tlum, wlu>se skill enn lake • 

I’lejisiin? at eacli turn, jiiul slake 
'riiy tliii’st by every fonntaiirs brink, 

Where less wise men woubl pause and shrink : 
Sometimes, 'nutl stately avtumes, 

With (iowley thou, or Alarvol’s muse, 

Dost walk ; or Gray, by Kton’s towers ; 

Dr Pope, in Hampton’s elicsnut bowers ; 

Dr Walton, by his loved Lea ftlreain : 

Ur, dost thon with our Milton dream, 

Of bkleiiand the Apocalypse, 

And hear the words from his great lips 1 

Speak,—in what grove or hazel sliade, 

For “ musing meditation made,” 

J)ost wander ?—or on Penshurst lawn, 

VVh(‘re Sidney’s fame had time to dawn 
y\ nd die, ere yet the hate of nuMi 
Could envy at his perfect ptui ? 

Or, dost thou, iu Home London street, 

(With voices fill’d and thronging feet,) 

Loir<*r, witli mien ’twixt grave and gay I 
Or take, along some pathway sweet. 

Thy calm suburban way 1 

IIaj)py beyond that man of Ross, 

Whom mere content could ne’er engross, 

Arttliou ; with ln»pe, lu alth, ‘‘ learned leisure 
Friends, books ; thy thoughts, an endless pleasure 1 
Yet—yet,—(for when was pleasure made 
Sunshine all without a shade I) 

Thou, jwrhaps, as now thou rovest 
Thnmgli the busy scenes thou l<»vest, 

With an Idler’s careless look, 

Turning some nioth.piei’ce<l book, 

Feel’st a sharp and sudden woe. 

For visions vanished long ago 1 
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And then, thou think’st how time hits lk*d 
Over thy unsilvered hend. 

Snatching many a fellow mind 
Away, and leaving—what I —behind ! 

Nouglit, ala».l save joy and pain 
Mingled ever, like a strain 
Of music, where the discords vie 
With the truer harmony. 

So, perhaps, witli thee the vein 
Is sullie<t ever,—so the chain 
Of habits and aireetioiis old, 

Like a weight of solid gold, 

Presseth on thy genth' hvt'ast, 

Till sorrow rob thee of thy rest. 

Ay : so’t must he !—Kvhi I, (whose lot 
The fairy Love so long forgot,) 

Seated lu-siih' this rul»y wine, 

And near to hooks and shapes divine, 

Which po(‘t», and the painters past 
Have wrou^ln in lines tliat aye sliall last,— 

Ev’ii I, with Sliakspeare’s self hc'side me, 

And one, whose teiuho’ talk ean guide me 
'I’lirough h^ars. and pains, and tianihlous themes, 
Whose smile doth fall uj-t»n my dreams 
Jiike snnshiiie on a stormy sea,— 

W'mM soincffiin ^—when 1 think of thocl 


CLIL-SIT DOWN, SAD.SOUL. 

Sit down, pa<l soul, and count 
The moments flung : 

Conm,—tell tl»e sweet amount 
That’s lost by sighing ! 
ilow many smiles I—^ score I 
Then laugh, and count no more ; ’ 
For day is dying! 
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Lie (iown^ sad soiW, and slecp^ 
And no more mcjisure 
Th<‘ of Time, nor weep 
Tlic loss of leisure ; 

But here, by this lone strt'ain, 
Lie down with us, and dream 
Of starry treasure | 

Wo dream : do thou the same; 

We love—for ever : 

We iaii^h; yet few we shame, 
The gentle, never. 

Stay, then, till Sorrow dies ; 
7*litn —liopc and happy skies 
Are thine for over 1 


CMII.—TIIE FISHERMAN. 

SET TO nY MU. 1,EE. 


A PKiiiLous life, and sad as life may be, 

Hatli th(^ lojie fisher on the lonely sea, 

O^er the wild waters labouring, far from home, 

F{a’ some hlcv.k pittance e’er compelled to roam: 
Few hearts to cheer him through his dangerous life, 
And none to aid him in the stormy .strife ; 
Companion of the sea and silent air, 

The lonely fisher thus must over fare ; 

Without the cond'ort, hope,—with scarce a friend, 
Ho looks throuf^h life, and only sees—its end ! 
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CLIV.—COURArrE. 

CocRAGB !—Notlung can withstand 
Loni; a wrongcMl, undaunted land ; 

If the hearts within her he 
True unto themselves and thee, 

Thou freed giaitt, Liberty ! 

Oh ! no niountain-nyinpli art thou, 
When tlic holm is on t)iy brow, 

And the sword is in tliy hand, 
Fighting for thy own good land ! 

Courage !—Nothing eVr withstoo<l 
Freemen figlitiiig for thoir good ; 
Armed witli all their fatliers’ fame, 
They will win and wear a name, 

That shall go to endless glory, 

Like the gods of old Gre<‘k story, 
llaise<l to heaven and In-avenly worth, 
For the good they gave to earth. 

Courage !—There is none so poor, 
(None of all who wrong endure,) 

None so humble, none so weak, * 

But may Hush Ids father’s clieek, 

And his maiden’s dear and true, 

With the deeds that he may dd. 

Be his days as dark as niglit, 

He may make liimself a light. 

What! though sunken be the sun. 
There are stars when day is done ! 

Courage I —Wlio will ho a slave, 

Tliat hath strength to <lig a grave, 
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And therein his fetters hi<le. 

And lay a tyrant by Ids side ! 
C()uraj;c I —Hope, howe’er lie fiy 
Tor a time, can mvcr die ! 

('ourajje, therefore, brother imMi! 
Cry ^^GodJ and to the figlit again I*' 


Cr.V.—A CflAMIJKIt SCKNK. 


Tni’AD softly through these amorous rooms 
For every Itoiigh is hung with life, 

And kisses in harmonious strife. 

Unloose their siiarj) and wingM ])orfumeH ! 
From Afric, and the Fcrsian looms, 

The carpet’s silken heaves have sprung, 
And Heav(‘n, in its hlne hounty, ilniig 
These starry ilowers, and azure blooms. 

Tr(*ad softly ! 15y a civ'ature fair 
The Deity of love reposes, 

His red llp.”» opmi, like the jv>s<'s 
Which round his hyacintlnne liair 
Hang in crimson coronals ; 

And Fa.^sion fills the arclied halls ; 

And litfi^uty floats upon the air. 

Tread softly—softly, like the foot 
Of Winter, shod with fleecy snow, 

Who eometh wliite, and cold, ami mute, 
Lest he should wake the Spring below. 

Oil, look !—fill* hen; lie Lovi; and Youth, 
Fair Spirits of the heart and iiiiiid ; 

Alas ! that one 'honld stray from truth ; 
And one be over, ever, blind ! 
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CLVl.—THE PAITKR'S JliiTf-KE. 


lIuiiRAii ! Wlio was f’f'r so gay 
As wo iiK'iTV follis to-day ? 

Brotlior B<'ir}?ars, do not stare, 

But toss ytnir rags into t)i(' nir, 

And cry, No work and Ix'tteu* fare !” 
Each man, b<* lie saint or sinner, 

Shall to-day have— Mkat for Dinner/// 

Yesterday, oh, Yesterday! 

That inde«*d was a had day ; 

Iron bread. an<i rascal grind, 

Water drink, and scanty fuel, 

^^'^ith the beadle at our hacks, 

(Jursing ns as we Ix-at flax, 

Just like twelve Old Bailey varleta, 
Amongst oakuin-pieking harlots! 

Why should we such things endure \ 
Though we be the p.ari-'h Poor, 

This is usage had and rough. 

Are not age and jiain enough ? 

L<niely age, un|)itie<l ]»ain ? , 

With the Ban, that, like a chain, 

To our prison liare hath hound us, 

And the niiweleomed Winter round us 3 

Why should wc for ever w'ork ? 

Do wc starve lnuieath rho Turk, 

Tliat, with oiH* foot in the grave, 

We shoiihl still toil like the shno? 
Seventy winters on onr heads, 

Yet we freeze ou wooden beds ! 
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With one blanket for a fold, 

That lets in tlie horrid cold, 

And crum|)S and agues manifold ! 

Yet,—sometimes we ’re merry people, 

When the chimes clang in the steeple: 

If T be summer-time, we all 
(Dropsied, palsied, crippled,) crawl 
tJnderneath the sunny wall: 

IJn and down like worms we creep, 

Or stand still and fall asleep, 

With our faces in the sun, 

Forgetting all the world has done ! 

% 

If *t be May, with hawthorn blooms 
In our brciists, we sit on tombs, 

And spell o’er, with eager ken, 

The epitaphs of older men, 

(Choosing those, for some strange reasons, 

WIio *\c weather'd ninety,—a hundred seasons,) 
Till forth at last we shout in chorus, 

“ We’ve thirty good years still before us 1” 

Hut, to-day ’a a bonny day I 
What shall wc be doing ? 

What’s the use of saving money, 

W’hen rivers flow with milk and honey ? 
Prudenee is our ruin. 

Whalihave wo to do witli care ? 

Who, to be a ])uuper’.s heir, 

Would mask hi.s false face in a smile, 

Or hide hw honest hate in guile I 

But come,—why do we loiter here ? 

Boy, go get us some small beer : 

Quick ! ’twill make our blood rtin (jiiieker, 

And di*own the devil Pain in Hcjuor I 
March, so fierce, is almost past, 

Ap'il will be here at last, 
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And May must come, 

When bees do hum, 

And Sumnier, ovei* cold victorious I 
Hurrah ! 'Tis a prospect glorious ! 

Meat! Small Beer! and Wai'mer Weather! 
Come boys,—let *8 bo mad together 1 


CLVII.—THK FALCON. 


Thk Falcon is a noble bird, 

Ami when his heart of hearts is stirred, 
lie’ll seek the eagle, Ihougli he run 
Into his chaniber Jiear the sun. 

Never was there brute or bird, 

Whom tlie woods or mountains heard, 
I'hat could force a fear or care 
From him,—the Arab of the air I 

1’o-day ho sits upon a wrist. 

Whose purple veins a (|ueen has kissed, 
And on iiim falls a sterner eye 
'rhan he can fae<* where’er he Hy, 
Though he scale the summit cold 
Of the Grimscl, vast and old,— 

Though he search yon sunless stream, 
That threads the forest like a di^eain. 

Ah, noble Soldier ! noble Bird ! * 

Will your names be ever beard,— 

Ever seen in future story, 

Crowning it with deathh ss glory 1 
Peaee, ho !—the nuister’s eye is drawn 
Away unto tlio bursting dawn I 
Arise, tliou bird of birds, arise, 

And seek thy quarry in tiie skies ! 
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CLVIII.—TIIK PAST. 

This common field, tliis little brooK— 
What is there hithh ii in these t\>o. 

That 1 so oftc'H on IIkmu look, 

Oftenor than on tlu‘ heavens blue ? 

No beauty lies upon the field ; 

Small music doth the rivwr yH»I<l ; 

Aiul yet 1 b>oU and look ;i;;aiii, 

With boinethiag of a ])leas:uit pain. 

*Ti.s thirty— cftn it bo thirty years. 

Since last 1 stood upon titis plank, 
Whieli o’er the brook its fiifure iN'ars, 
And watehM the pebbles as they saidv ? 
IIow wliite the stream ! I still r<‘ineinber 
Its margin glassed by hoar December, 
And how the sun f dl on the snow ; 

All! can it be so long ago 1 

It eoineth back ;—So blithe, so bright. 

It hurries to luy eager ken. 

As tlionuh hut one sliort winter's night 
Ha«l darkened o’er the \v’<»vld since then 
It is the same clear dazzling scene 
Perlfaps the grass is scaivo as green ; 
Perhaps the riv«'r’s troul)le<l voict' 

Doth not so plulnlf/ say—“ Hejoice.’'* 

I 

Yet Nature surely never ranges. 

Ne'er quits her gay and Howery crown 
But. ever joyful, merely cdiaiiges 
The priiiu’ose for the thistle-down. 

'Tis IOC alone who, waxing old. 

Look on her with an asp(M*t cold, 

P'.ssolve lier in onr burning tears. 

Or clodie lier with the ini-its of y(‘itrs ! 
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Then, wliy sliouI«l not the grafts l)o 1 
Aiul why slnmld not tlic river’s 
Ik* merry,—J ‘h tliey both have been 
WIu'u I was here an urehiii str*»ng ? 
Ah, true—too true ! 1 see the suii 
Through thirty wintry years hath run. 
For grave eyes, mirrored in the lu'ook, 
Usurp the urchin’s laughing look ! 

So be it ! I have lost,—and won I 
For, once, tlic jiast was po«r to me ; 
Tile future dim ; and though the aim 
Slicd life and sti'ength, and I was free, 

1 ft (I not— I'vcw no grateful pleasure : 

All seemed lint as the conimo/i measure : 
Ikit NOW —tile (‘xperieneed Spirit old 
Turns ail the lomleii pUvSt to gold ! 


CMX.—TO THE ftINfJEU PASTA. 

Ai-vkk till now—never till now, 0, Queen 

Ami VVondor of the eiiehamed world of sound ! 
Never till now was such bright creature seen, 

Startling to transport all the I’i'gions round 1 
Whence com’st thou—with tho^o eyes aii^that fine 
mien, 

'riiou sweet, sweet singer ?—Like an angel found 
.Mourning alone, thou seern’st (thy mates all fled) 

A star ’mongst clouds,—a spirit ’midst th% dead. 

Melodious thoughts hang round thee ! Sorrow sings 
Per]ietual sweetness near,—divine desjiuirl 
Th<m speak’st,—and Music, with her thousand strings, 
(aivcs golden answers from the haunted air ! 

Thou mov’si—ami round thee Grace her heautjiflings ! 
Tliou look’st—and Love is born ! 0, songstrea rare I 
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Lives there on earth a power tike that wliich lies 
In those resistless tones, in tliose dark eyes ? 

Oh, I have lived—how long!—with one deep treasure 
One fountain of delight unlocked, unknown ; 

But /7iO», the prophetess of my new pleasure, 

Hast come at last, and struck my heart of stone ; 
And now outgushes, without stint or measure, 

The endless rapture,—and in places lone 
I shout it to the stars and winils that flee, 

And then I think on all 1 owe to thee ! 

I see thee at all hours ; bene-ath .all skies ; 

In every shape thou tak’st, or passionate path : 
Now art thou like some winged thing that cries 
Over a city flaming fast to death : 

Now, in thy voice, the mad Medea dies : 

Now Desdemona yields her gentle breath : 

All things thou art by turns,—from wrath to love ; 
From tho queen eagle to the vestal dove ! 

Horror is stern and strong, and Death (unmasked 
In slow pale silence, or ’mid brief eclipse); 

But what are they to thy sweet strength, when tasked 
To its height—with all the God iqion thy lips 1 
Not even the eloudless days and riches, asked 
By one who in the book of darkness dips. 

Vies with that radiant wealth which they inherit 
Who own. like thee, the Muse’s deathless spirit. 

Would I could crown thee as a king can crown 1 
Yet, what are kingly gifts to thy fair fame, 

Whiwo echoes shall all vulgarer triumphs drown;— 
Whose light shall darken every meaner name ! 

The gallant courts thee for his own renown ; 

Mimicking thee, he plays love’s pleasant game ; 
The critic brings thee praise, which all rehearse ; 
And I—alas!—I can but bring my verse ! 



SONGS. 


176 


CLX.—SONG OF AVOon NYMPHS. 


CoMK here, come here and dwell 
la forest deep ! 

Come here, come here, and .tell 
Why thou dost w'ecp ! 

Is it for love (sweet pain !) 

Tliat thus thou darAst complain 

Unto our pleasant shades, oar summer leaves^ 

Whei*e nought else grieves ? 

Come here, come here, and lie 
By whispering stream ! 

Here no one dares to die 
For Love’s sweet dream ; 

But health all seek, and joy, 

And shun pervei’se .annoy, 

And race along green paths till close of day, 
And laugh—alway J 

Or else, through half the year, 

(>11 rushy floor, 

We lie by waters clear, 

While sky-larks pour 
Their songs into the sun 1 
And, when bright day is done, 

We hide ’neath bells of flowers or nbdding com, 
And dream—till morn 1 
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CI.Xl.-FUr.LKU’S niUD. 


“ I havp rpnil of h Wnl, w Inch Iwth a fncc liKc, iinct yol « ill prey iijioii, ti 
m»in: 'xho wiiiini; to tlio wurcr to <innk,.'tiiii fiii<Iiti!; hv lollirisoii, ilmt 
he liJnl killed one like tmii<elf jnnetli iWHy by dejfm"'. uinl ucut 
enjoycth itseu."— nouriiiKa. 


The \vil(l-win"’d crontiirp, clad in jjtnr, 

(Mis bloody hunmn meal beinii o'er,) 

Comes down to tl>e water’s brink : 

’Tis tbe fiiTsttime bo there bath t;azotl, 

And st.rai;;lit bo slirinks—alarm’d—amazed, 
Anti dares not drink. 

“ Have I till now,” he sadly eaid, 
u 1‘i’eyod on my In’other's Idood, and made 
11 is ilesb my meal to-<lay ?” 

Once more bo glances in the brot>k, 

Anti once nnn’o sees his victim's Ittok ; 

Then turns away. 

With such sharp ]»ain as Ininian liearts 
May Jeel, the tlrooping thing departs 
Unto the dark wild wood ; 

And. thei*e, Tnitlst briars anti sheltering weeds, 
He hitieih his remorse, and feeds 
No more on blotxl. 

And in that weedy brake lie lies, 

And pines, and pines, until ho dies ; 

Anti when all’s o’er,- 

What folltnvs ? —Ntmght I his brotliers slake 
TIJ ‘ir thirst in hhukl in that same brake, 

' tTercc as belbre I 
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So Fable flows!—But would you find 
Its moral wrought in human kind, 

Its talc made worse; 

Turn straight to Man, and in his fame 
And forehead read « The Harpy'» name ; 

But no remorae 1 


CLXII.—THE SONR OF A FELON’S WIFE. 

Thk brand is on thy brow, 

A dark and guilty spot; 

"I'is ne’er to be erased ! 

’Tis ue’er to be forgot! 

The brand is on thy brow ! 

Yet / must sha<le the sj)ot: 

For who will love thee now, 

If I love thee not 1 

Thy soul is d.ark,—is stained ;— 

From out the bright world thrown j 
By Goil and man disdained. 

But not by me ,—thy own I 

Oh ! even the tiger sltiin 

Hath one who ne’er doth flee, » 

Who soothes his dying pain ! 

—That one am I to thee i 
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CLXIII,—A HYMN OP EVIL SPIRITS. 

The Moon is shining on licr way, 

The planets yet undimniM by sleep, 

Drink light from the fav-fhimiiig day, 

Who still is hid^ beyond the deep : 

But here both men and Spii’it.s weep, 

And Earth all inournoth unto air, 

Because there liveth nothing fair, 

Nor great, save on the azure steep. 

And on that lull of Heaven, none 

Of human strength or thought may climb ; 
For there bright Angels lie alone, 
llej> 08 ing since the birth of Time. 

They bask beneath iiis looks sublime ; 

But nought of case or hope is hero, 

Where sleep yields nought but dreams of fear, 
And error all the pains of crime. 

TIic Moon is come,—but she shall go: 

The stars are in their azure nost; 

The jaded wind shall ccjise to blow ; 

But wlicii sliall 7ve have hope or rest ? 

Now iconic are sad, and some are blessM ; 

But what to us is smile or sigh ? 

Though Peace, the white-wing’d dove, be nigh, 
It ne’ej must be the Spirit’s guest ! 

Behold ! The young and blooming Hour 
Comes shining through the gate of morn, 
And we awhile must quit our power, 

And vanish from a world we scorn. 

LQ.>k ! Flattering sin begins to dawn 
/i'rom man’s false lips and woman’s eyes. 
And hopes and hearts are racked and torn 
In God’s green earthly paradise i 
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A THOUGHT ON A RIVULET. 

Look at this brook, bo blithe, so free ! 

Thus hath it been, fair boy, f(»r ever— 

A shining,-dancing, babbling river ; 

And thus ^twill ever be. 

’Twill run, from inounUiu to the main. 

With just the same sweet babbling voice 
That now sings out, “ Rejoice—rejoice !” 
Perhaps ’twill be a chain 
That will a thousand years remain— 

Aye, through all times and clmnges last, 

And link the present to the past. 

Perhaps upon this self-same spot, 

Hereafter, may a inen*y knot 

(My children’s children) meet and play, 

And think on some summer day ; 

And smile (perhaps through youth’s brief tears, 
Wiiilo thiiikiug back through wastes of years,) 
And softly say— ^ 

“ ’Twas here the old man used to stniy, 

And gaze upon the sky ; and dream 
(Long, long ago I) by this same stream. 

He’s in liis grave ! Ungentle Tim5 
Hath dealt but hai’shly with his rhyme $ 

But Wc will ne’er f<)rget, that he 
Taught us to love this river freo.^ 
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I LOVED HER WHEN SHE LOOKED FROM ME. 

1 LOVRD her when she looked from me, 

And hid her stilled sij'hs : 

1 loved her too when she did smile 
With shy and downcast eyes, 

The lij»ht within them rounding “ like 
The young moon in its rise.’* 

I loved her!-Dost thou love no more, 

Now she from thee is flown, 

To some far distant distant shore, 

Unfetter’d, and alone I 

Peace, peace ! I know her : She will come 
Again, and be mine own. 

A kiss—a sigh—a little word 
We changed, when we did part; 

No more ; yet read I in her <*yes 
The promise of her heart; 

And Hope (who from all others fliesi 
From me will ne’er depart. 

So here i live—a lover lone, 

Contented with my state, 

More sure of love, if she return, 

Than oth'ers are of hate : 

And if she die ?—I too can die, 

Content still with my fate. 
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CLXVI.—THE SEA,—IN CALM. 

Look what iramortiil flood« the sunset pours 
Upon us —Mark ! how still (as though in dreams 
Bound) the once wild and tori-ible Ocean seems 1 
How silent are the winds 1 No billow roars : 

But all is tranquil as Elysian shores 1 

The silver margin which aye runneth round 

The moon enchanted-sea, hath here no sound : 

Even Echo speaks nut on these radiant moors 1 

What 1 is the Giant of the ocean dead, 

Whose strength was all nninatch’d beneath the sun I 
No ; he reposes 1 Now his toils are done. 

More quiet than the babbling brooks is he. 

So mightiest powers by deepest calms are fed, 

And sleep, how oft, in things that gentlest be I 


CLXVII.—SOFTLY WOO AWAY HER BREATH. 

SoFTM WOO away her breath, 

Gentle Death 1 • 

Let her leave thee with no strife. 

Tender, mournful, murmuring Life ! 

She hatli seen her hajipy day : » 

She hath had her bud and blossom : 

Now she pales and shrinks away. 

Earth, into thy gentle bosmn ! 

She hath done her bidding here, 

Angels dear 1 

Bear her perfect soul above. 

Flaming Seraph,—winged Love ! 
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Good she was, and fair in youth. 
And liev mind was seen to soar. 
And lier heart was wed to truth : 
Take her, tlien, for evermore,— 
For ever—evermore ! 


Cf,XVIII.—THE VAIN REGRET. 


Oh ! had I nursed, wlicn I was young, 

Tlie lessons of my fatlior’s tongue, 

(The deep laborious thoughts he drew. 

From all bo saw and others knew,) 

I might have been—ah, mo ! 

Thriee sager than 1 e’er .shall be. 

For what saith Time 2 
Alas ! he only shews tho truth 
Of all that I was told in youth ! 

Tho thoughts now budding in my brain; 

Tho wisdom I have bought with pain ; 

The knowledge of life's brevity; 

Frail friendship,—false philosophy; 

And all that kssues out of woe, 

Methiiiks wore taught me long ago 1 
Tlfcn what siiith Time 2 
Alas ! he but brings b.ack the trtith 
Of all 1 heard, {anil lost 1) in youth. 

* 

Truths !—hardly learned, and lately brought 
From nuiny a far forgotten scene 1 
Hiol I but listened, as I ought. 

To your voices, sjige,—serene. 

Oh ! what might I not have been 
li| tho realms of thought 1 
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CLXTX.—TTIE VIOLET. 

I LOVE all things the seasons bring, 

AU buds that open, birds tljat sing, 

All hues, from whife to jet; 

All the sweet words that Summer sends, 
When she recalls her flowery friends, 

But chief—the Violet! 

I love, how ni%wh I love the rose. 

On \vh(>so soft lips the South-wind blows, 
In pretty amorous threat; 

The lily paler than the moon, 

The odorous wondrous world of June, 
Yet more—the Violet I 

She comes, the fii*st, the fairest thing 
That Heaven up<ni the earth doth Hing, 
Ere Winter’s star has set; 

She dwells behind her leafy screen, 

And gives, as Angels give, unseen, 

So, love—the Violet. 

• 

What modest thoughts the Violet teaches, 
What gracious boons the Violet pi'eaches, 
Blight Maiden ne’er forge^ 1 
But learn, ami love, and so depart, 

And sing thou, with thy wiser heart, 
f Loruf live Hie Violetl * 
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CLXX.—BEAUTY. 


Paintkrs— Poets—who can tell 
What Beauty is—bright miracle I 
Sometimes browil and sometimes wliite^ 
She shifts from darkness into light, 
SwiiDining on with such due ease, 

That we miss her small degrees, 

Knowing not that she hath ranged, 

Till we tind her sweetly changed. 

They are poets false who say 
That Beauty must be fair as day, 

And that the rich red rose, 

On her cheek for over glows, 

Or that the cold white lily iieth 
On her breast, and never Hieth. 

Beauty is not so unkind. 

Not so nigganl, not so bliixl, 

As yield her favour but to one. 

When she may walk uncoiihned, 
Associate with the unfettered Wind, 

And V ander with tlic Sun. 

No ; she spreads her gifts, her grace. 
O’er every colour, every face. 

She can laugh, and she can bieatUe 
Fi’cely where slie will,—beneath 
Polar darkness, tropic star, 

Impoverish’d Delhi, dark Bahar, 

And all the regions bright and far, 
Where India’s sweet-voiced women are ! 


1 
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CLXXI.—SYliTT.LA. 


SrBiiXA ! Dost thou love 1 
Oil, swear ! Oh, swear ! 

By those stcdfast stars above ! 

By this pure sweet air ! 

By all things true, and deep, and fair I 
By hearts made rich with love, 

Made wise by care ! 

Sybilla I I love tJiee: 

I swear, I swear,— 

By all bright things that be \ 

By thyself, my fair ! 

By tliine eyes, and motions &ee ! 

By thy stintj, thou honey-bee ! 

By thy angel thoughts that flee 
Singing tlu’ough tiio golden air^ 

1 swear, 1 swear! 

Sybilla ! dost thou frown ? 

Bewai*e, beware ! 

If scorn thy beauty crown, 

1 fly,—yet whex’e ? 

Why aro thine eyes withdrawn t 
Why dost thou 'urn, thou ! 

Look on me, like die dawn 
On weeping air ! 

She smiles—Oh, Beauty blpss’d, 

Take,—take me to thy breast, 

*Aiid cure all care t 
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CLXXII.—PAST AND PRKSKNT. 


In earlier days, in happier lionvs, 

I watched and wa^idcrcd witli the Sun : 

I saw him when the East was re«l; 

I saw him when tlie day was dead,— 

All his earthly jimrney done ! 

Looks of love were in the West, 

But he passed,—and took no rest! 

O’er the immeasurable blue, 

Across the rain, atnid tlm blast. 

Onwards and onwards, lilie a God, 

Through tlie trackless air he trod, 
Scattering bounties as he passed 
By the portals of the West,— 

And never shut his eyes in I’cst! 

Oh, how (in those too happy hours,) 

How deeply then did I adore 

The bright unwearied sleepless Sun, 

And wish, just thus, my course to run— 
From s^a to sea, fi'om shore to shore, 

My deeds thus good, thus known, thus bright, 
Thus undisturbed by rest or night. 

( 

But Tiow,—since I have heard and seen 
The many cares that trouble life, 

The evil thUt requiteth good, 

The benehts not understood, o 
Unfilial, unpatemal strife, 

The 11 ate, the lie, the bitter jest, 

I fepl how sweet are night and rest I 
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And, oh ! what morning ever look’d 
So lovely as the quiet ove, 

When low and fragrant winds arise, 
And draw the curtains of the skies, 
And gentle songs of summer weave ;— 
Such as between the alders crcei». 

Now, and soothe my soul to sleep ! 


CtXXTlt.—A MIDSUMMER FANCY. 


Come hither ! Let thou and I 
Mount on the dglphin, Pleasure, 

And dive through the azure air ! 

Would ^t not bo fine—would’t not be rare 
To live in that sweet, sweet sea, the air I 
That ocean which hath no measure, 

No peril, no rocky shore, 

(But only its airy, airy streams, 

And its singing stars, and its orbed dreams,) 
For ever and overmoiH} 1 

Of its wild and its changing weather, 
What^atter—how foul or fair I 
Tfle will ever he found together ; ^ 

Ah ! then, sweet Love, what care, 

Whether we haunt on the eartli or air ! 

In ocean or inland stream ? • 

Or are lost in some endless, endless dream I 
Or are bodiless made, like the tender sprite 
Of liove, who watch’d me but >%8ternight^ 
With yioon-flowers white on her whiter brow, 
And smiled and sighed, 

In her sad sweet pride, 

As Thcm^ love, art sighing and smiling no.w I 
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ON SOME HUMAN BONKS. FOUND ON A HEAD¬ 
LAND IN THE BAY OF PANAMA, 

Vague Mystery hnngs on all these desert places ! 

The Fear which hath no name, luitli wroujjht a spell ? 
Streiif^th,courage,wrath—havebecMi,ami left iiotraces! 
They came,—and fled;—but whither! Who can tell ? 

We know but that they were ,—that oneo (in days 
When ocean was a bar *twixt man and man), 

Stout spirits wandei*ed oW these capes and bays, 

And perished where these river waters ran. 

Methinks they should have built some mighty tomb, 
Whose granite might endure the century’s rain, 
Cold winter, and the autumnal winds, that boom 
Like Spirits in their purgatorial pain. 

They left, His said, their proud nnburied bones 
To whiten on tliis unacknowledged shore : 

Yet little, sdag th.. rocks and worn sea-stones, 

Now answers to the great Pacific’s roar ! 

A mountain stands whore Agamemnon died : 

And Cheops nath derived eternal fame, 

Because he made his tomb a place of prulc : 

And thus the d^ad Mctella earned a name. 

But these,-~-ihey vanished as the lightnings die 
(Their mischiefs over) in tlie affrighted earth ; 

And no oho knoweth underneath tlie sky. 

WhaV heroes pcrislied here, nor w^jence their birth! 
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CXXXV.—AN IRISH SONG. 

Aia—KATIILKCN o' MORE. 


He is gone to tlic wars, and has left mo alone, 

Tlie poor Irish HoI<lier, unfriended, unknown, 

My luishund, my Patrick, 

The bird of iiiy bosom,—though now he is flown ! 

How I mourned for the boy! yet I muimiurcd the more, 
’Cause w(* once were so happy in darliiP Lisniore, 
Poor Ellen and Pati*iek ; 

Perhaps he now tliiuks of poor Ellen no more ! 

A cabin we had, and the cow was hard by, 

And a slip of a garden that gladden’d the eye : 

And there was our Patrick ; 

Ne’er idle whilst light ever lived in the sky. 

We married,—too young, and it’s likely too poor, 

Yet no two were so happy in happy Lisniore, 

As Ellen and Patrick ; 

Till they tempted and took liim away froiS our door. 

He said he would bring me, ei’C Autumn should fall, 

A liimot or lark that should come at njy call: 

Alas ! the poor Patrick ! 

He has left me a bird that is sweeter than all. 

• 

Twas born.in a hovel, ’twas nourished in pain. 

But it came in my grief, like a light un the brum, 

(The child of poor Patrick,) • 

And taught me hope for bright fortune again. 
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And now,—We two wander from door unto door, 
And, sometimes, wo steal baelv to liappy Lismure, 
And ask for poor Patrick ; 

And dream of the days when Iho wars will be o*er! 


CLXXVI.—4 DRINKING SONG. 


Dbimk, and fill the night witli mirth! 

Let us have a miglity measure, 

Till we quite forget the earth, 

And soar into the world of pleasure. 

Drink, and let a health go round, 
f’Tls the drinker’s noble duty,) 

To the eyes that shine and wound, 

To the mouths that bud in beauty ! 

Here’s to Helen ! Why, ah 1 why 
Doth she fly from my pursuing ? 

Here’s to Marian, cold and shy! 

May she warm before thy wooing I 
Here’s to Janet! I’ve been e’er*, 

Boy and man, her Ktaimch defender, 

Always sworn that she was fair. 

Always known that she was tender! 

Fill the deoj)-mouthcd glasses high ! 

Let tliem with the champaign tremble, 

Like the Idose wrack in the sky, • 

When the four wild winds assemble ! 

Here’s to all the love on earth, 

(Love, theVoung man’s, wise man’s treasure I) 
Drink, and fill your throats with mirtb ! 

Drink, and drown the world in pleasure ! 
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CLXXVII.—AVILT THOU GO? 

Wilt thou go 1 Thou *lt come again I 
Swear it, love, by Love’s sweet pain 1 
Swear it, by the stars that glisten 
In thy brow, as thou dost listen ! 

Swear it, by the love-sick air, 
Waiiderhig, murmuring, Jiere and there ; 
Seeking for some tender nest, 

Yet, like thee, can never rest. 

Swear ! — and I shall safer be 
Amidst Love’s sweet mutiny ! 


CLXXVIII. 

THOU HAST LOVE WITHIN THINE EYES, 

TiioiJ hast love within thine eyes. 

Though they be as dark as night; 

And a pity (shewn by sighs) 

Hcaveth in thy bosom white : 

What is all the azure light 
Which the northern beauties shew? 

If disdain be sharp and bright, 

Wiicre the tender love should glow I 
• 

Do I love thee ?—Lady, no ! 

I was born for other skies; 

Where the palmy branches gA>w, 

And the unclouded mornings rise ; 

Tltere —(when sudden evening dies) 

I will tell of thee, before 
The be;^W of Dione’s eyes. 

And she ^Hl love thee evermore I 
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CLXXIX.—RIVER OP THE MORN. 


River of the morn ! 

Fast thou flow’s! and bright; 

From the sundei-ed East thou flowest, 
Hearing down the Night. 

Every cloud thy beauty drinketh ; 
Darkness from thy current shrinkcth ; 
Leaving the Heavens empty quite, 

For the comiuering Light! 

O, the Tliought new-born ! 

Lovely ’tis, and bright : 

Like some jewel of the room, 

Nursed in frozen night. 

But it trembioth soon and groweth, 
And dissolved in splenilour flowetli, 
(Like the flooding dawn, that pours 
O’er and o’er the cloudy shores,) 

Till blind Ignorance wings her flight 
From the conquering Light! 

0, y^Thoughts of youth, 

Long since flown away ! 

What ye want in truth. 

Ye in love repay ! 

Thoiigh*in shadowy forests hidden. 
Like the bird that’s lost and chidden. 
Back again with all your songs, 

Ye do confh and soothe onr wrongs, 
Till the unburthen’d heart doth soar , 
Wiser jhau before! 
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CLXXX—SONG SHOULD BKKATIIK. 


Song should breathe of scents and flowers ; 

Son^ should like a river flow; 

Soil}; should bring back scenes and hours 
Tliat we loved—ah, Jon^ iigo ! 

Song from baser thoughts should win us; 

Song should clinrm us out of woe ; 

Song sliould stir the heart within us, 

Like a patriot’s friendly blow. 

Pains and pleasures, all man doeth, 

War and peace, and ill and wniiig— 

All things that the Soul subdueth 
Should be vaiuiuished, too, by Song. 

Song should spur the mind to duty ; 

Nerve the weak, and stir the strong: 
Every deed of truth and beauty, 

Should be crowned by starry Song ! 


CLXXXL—TO THE SNOW DROP. 

Pretty firstling of the year ! * 

Herald of the host of flowers ! 

Hast thou left thy cavern (lre|jr, 

111 the hope of summer hours ? 

Ba^k unto thy earthern bowers ! 
Back to thy warm world below ; 

Till the sti'engrh of suns and showers 
<j^uell the 4sw relentless snow ! 



SONGS 

Art still hero 1—Alive! and blithe,— 
Though the stormy Niglit hatli Hod, 
And the Frost Itath passe*! his .sc>tho 
O’er thy small unsheltered head ? 

Ah !—some lie amidst the dead, 
(Many a giant stubborn tree, 

Many a plant, its spirit shod,) 

That were better nursed than thee ! 

What hath saved thee 1 Thou wast not 
'Gainst the afrowy winter furred, 
Armed in scale,—but all forgot 

When the frozen winds wore stirred, 
^'ature, who doth clothe the bird, 
Should have hid thee in tlte earth. 

Till the cuckoo’s song was hoard, 

And the Spring let loose her mirth. 

Nature, - deep and mystic-word ! 

Mighty m<»ther, still unknown ! 

Thou didst sure the Snow-di‘<ip gird 
With ail armour all thine own ! 

Thou, who seiit’st it forth alone 
To tlie cold and sullen season, 

(Like a thought at random tlirowu,) 
Sent it thus for some grave reason ! 

if ’tw'ere but to pierce the mind 
V\^th a single gentle thouglit, 

Who shall deem tliee harsh or blind ? 
Who that tijou linst vainly wrought I 
Hoard the gentle virtue, caught 
Fri'UJ t*lie Snow-drop,—read«T wise ! 

Good is good, wlicrevor taught. 

On tlie ground, or in the skies ! 
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('I,XXXII.—INSCUIPTIONS. 


I. FOa A FO^NtAlN. 

Rest ! This little Fountain rnns 
Thus for aye :—It never stays 
For the look of summer suns, 

Nor the cold of winter days. 
Whosoe’er shall wander near, 

When the Syrian heat is worst, 

Let him hither come, nor fear 
Lest he may not slake his thirst: 
He will find this little river 
Running still, as bright as ever. 

Let him drink, and onwards hie, 
Bearing but in thought, that I, 
Erotas, bade the Naiad fall, 

And thank the great god Fan for all! 


II. Foa A TEMPLE OF iSSCDLAPIUS. 

In this high nook, built all by moi'taT baud. 

An Epidaiirian Temple, here I stand 
Sacred to him who drives away djsease, 

Aud gives to all who seek him health and ease 1 
I stand (Jevoted to the God of health,— 

To Aisculapius old ; built by the wealth ^ 

Of grateful men, who owe to his rare skill. 

Life, ease, and ail that Fortune spares them still 1 
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' ixr. FOR A STREAMLET. 

Traveller, note ! Although I seem 
))ut a little sparkling stream, 

I come from regions wliere the sun 
Dwelleth when his toil is done; 

From yon proud hills in the West, 
Thence I come, %ud never rest, 

Til! (curling round tlie mountain’s feet) 
I find myself ’mid pastures sweet, 
Vernal, green, and ever gay ; 

And then I gently slide away, 

A thing of silence,—till 1 cast 
My life into the sea at last 1 


IV. FOR AN ANTIQUE DRINKING CUP. 

IIrink ! If thou find’st my round all filled with win ■, 
Which lifts men’s creeping thoughts to di'cams divin •, 
Drink, and become a God ! Anacreon old 
Once quenched his mighty thii'st from out my gold : 
llich was I, red, and brimming ;—but ho lauglied, 
And, (tastingsparely,) drained me at a drauglit. 
Bacchanal! If thou lov’st the Teian’s fame, 

Take courage--grasp me fast—and strait do Thou the 
same Y 



SONGS. 




CLxxxin. 

0 OLDEN-TRESSED ADELAIDE. 
A SO.NO FOR A CHILD. —(1831.) 

■BX TO MUSIC BX TUB CBKViLlEB RlUKOlCa. 


SiNO, I i>ray, a little song, 

Mother dear! 

Neither sad nor very long : 

It is for a little m^d, 

Gelden tressed Adelaide 1 

Therefore let it suit a merry merry car, 

Mother dear! 

Let it be a merry strain, 

Mother dear ! 

Shunning e’en the thought of pain : 

For our gentle child will weep, 

If the theme be dark and deep ; 

And We will not draw a single single t%ar, 

Mother dear 1 

Childhood should be all divine, • 

Mother dear! 

And like endless summer shine ; 

Gay as Edward’s shouts and cries* 

Bright as Agnes’ azure eyes ; 

Thcrefort, bid ihy song be merry : dost thou hear, 
Mother dear! 
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CLXXXIV. 

ON THE PORTRAIT OF A Cltll.D. 


A YRA^R-.an age slmll fade away, 

(Ages of pleasure and of puiii), 

And yet the face I see to-day 
Fiyr eviiT will remain,— 

In my heart and in my brain 1 
Not all the scalding tears of care 
Shall wash away that vision fair; 

Not all the thousand thoughts tluii rise, 
Not all the sights that dim mine eyes, 
Shall e’er usurp the place 
Of that Ii*^!;le augcl face ! 

Bat hero it shall remain, 

For ever; and if joy or pain 
Turn my troubled winter gaze 
Back unto my hawthorn days. 

There,—amongst the hoarded past, 

1 shall see it to the last; 

The only thing, save poet’s rhyme,' 
That shall not own the tguch of Tiine ! 


ChXXXVj-A DREAMER’S SONG, 

I DRKAM of thee at morn. 

When all the earth is gay, 

Save ], who live a life forlorn, 

And die thro’ a long decay. 
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I droam of thee at noon, 

When (he summer sun is hi,"h, 

And tiic river flings a sleepv tunc, 

And tlie woods give no reply. 

I dream of thee at eve, 

Beneath the fading sun, 

When even tlie winds begin to grieve ; 
And i dream till day is done. 

1 dream of thee at niglTt, 

When dreams, men say, are free : 
Alas, thou dear—too <lear delight! 
When dream I not of thee I 


CBXXXVI.—TO ADELAIDE. 

Child of my lieart! My sweet, belov’d First-born ! 
Thou dove who tidings bring’st of calmer hours ! 

Thou rainbow who dost shine when all the sliowers 
Are past,—or passing 1 Hose which hath no thorn,— 
No spot, no blemish,—pure, and unforlorn! 
Untouclied, untainted ! O, my Flower of dowel’s ! 
More welcome than to bees are summer bowers, 

To stranded seamen life-assuring morn I 
Welcome,—a thousand welcomes! Care, who clings 
’Round all, seems loosening now its Jerpent fold r 
New hope springs upward; and the bright World seems 
Cast back into a youth of endless springs ! 

Sweet mother, is it so ?—or, grow*I old 
Bewildei^d in divine Elysian dreams? 

Ifovanber, 1825 . 
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CLX^XVII.—TO A LADY ATTIRING HERSFXV 

For whom—(too happv for the earth or skies !) 

Dost thou adorn thee, with suoli restless care I 
Or veil the 8tai*-li«;ht hcauty of thine eyes 1 
Or bind m fatal wreaths thy golden hair t 

Who,—who, of all that fhy light footsteps throng, 

And strew thy patli with incense and sweet song,— 
Who will abandon the bright world for tiiee ? 

Love, wcaltli, ambition, ease,—all earth’s delights 1 
Content, like me, to watch (on golden nights 
fjike this) thy w<>ndrou8 Beauty^iw it grows 
Out of day’s silent, close, obscure repose, 

And swells into a rich and perfumed flower,— 
Mingling with thousands such, in masque or bower ; 
Vet Queen of all tiie i*est, as is the Rose ! 


CLXXXVllI.-A FAUEWEIX. 

Fatikwf.ll !—Now Time must slowlicr move 
Than wer since this dark world began I 
And thou wilt give thy heaven of love 
Unto another, happier man! 

And then —i never more will see 
Those eyes,—but hide, far off, luy pain ; 
And thou wiitjiave forgotten me, 

Or smile thou see’st me not again. 

Live happy, in thy happier lot; 

Ana I will strive, (if ^t so must be,) 

To think ’tis well to be forgot, 

Since it may keep a pang from thee^ 



SONGS. 


201 


Cl.XXXIX. 

SIIK SATE BY THE RIVER STRINGS. 


She siite by the river spri.igs, 

And bound her coal-black hair ; 

And she sang, as the cuckoo sings, 

Alone,—in the Evening air, 

With a patient smile, and a look of care, 
And a cheek that was dusk, not fair : 

She sate, but her thoughts had wings, 

Tlmt carried her sweet despair 
Away to the azure plains. 

Where truth and the angels arc : 

She sang,—but site sang in vain! 

Ail I why doth she sing again ? 

She mourns, like the sweet wind grieving in 
The pines, on an autumn night ; 

She will fade, like the fading evening, 

Wlien Hesjier Is hlooining hriglit: 

And her song?—it must take its Right! 

So pretty a song 
Must die ere long, 

Like a too, too sharp delight! 

She like the rose in summer; 

She 18 —like tln' lily frail ; 

Yet, they Ml welcom-’ the sweet new comer, 
Below, In the r 'gions- pale ! 

Ami the ghost will forget his pain, 

As he roams thro’ the dusk alone: , 

And Wtt —We will mouin in vain; 

O'er (lie Shadow of bt auty down 1 
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CXC,—A NIGHT SONG. 

/Tis Night! His Night,—the Hour of hours, 
When Love lies down with folded wings, 
By Psyche in her starless bowers, 

And down his fatal arrows flings,— 

Those bowers w'hence not a sound is heard, 
Save only from the bridal binl, 

Who 'midst that utter dai’kiicss sings : 
This her burthen, soft and clear,— 

Love is here / Love is here! 

'Tis Night! The moon is on the stream ; 

Bright spells arc on the soothed sea; 

And Hope, the child, is gone to dream, 

Of pleasures which may never be ! 

And now is haggard Care asleep ; 

Now doth the widow Sorrow smile; 

And slaves are hushed in slyniher deep, 
Forgetting grief and toil awhile! 

t 

What sight can fiery morning show 
To shame the stars or pale moonlight ? 
What boiipty can the day bestow, 

Like that wdiich falls from gentle Night t 
Sweet Lady, sing 1 not ariglit ? 

Oh ! turn and tell me,—for the day 
is faint and fading fast away ; 

And now conies back the Hour of houVs, 
WCieii Love his lovelier mistress seeks, 
And sighs, like winds 'mong evening flowers, 
Until the maiden Silence speaks! 
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Fair girl, methiuks—nay, hither turn 
Those eyes, which ’mid their blushes burn; 
Metlunhs, At such a time, one’s heart 
Can better bear both sweet and smart,— 
Love’s look—tho first—which never dieth ; 
Or Death—who cornea when Beauty fiieth, 
When strength is slain, when youth is past, 
And all, save Truth, is lost at last! 


CXCI.—A PRAYER IN SICKNESS. 

Send down thy winged angel, God ! 

Amidst this night so wild -; 

And bid him come where now we watch, 
And breathe upon our child! 

She lies upon her pillow, pale, 

And moans within her sleep, 

Or wakeneth witli a patient smile. 

And striveth not to weep ! 

How gentle and how good a child 
She is, we know too well, 

Ami dearer to her parents’ hearts, • 
Than our weak words can tell. 

We love—we watch throughout th# night, 
To aid, when need may be. 

We hope—and have despaired, at times; 
But nm we turn to Thee ! • 

Send down thy sw'eet-^ouled angel, God I 
Amidst the darkness wild, • 

And bid him soothe our souls to night, 
And heal our gentle chiidj 
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CXCII.—STANZAS. 

Why art tliou, Love, so fair, bo young ? 

Why is that sad sweet music hung. 

For ever, on thy gentle tongue ? 

• 

Why art thou fond 1 Why art thou fair? 
Why sitteth, in thy soft eye, Caro I 
Why smil’st thou iu such sweet despair ? 

Youth, Beauty fade,—like summer roses: 
Siid music sadder love discloses : 

Dark Caro iu darker death reposes 1 

All’s vain 1 the rough world carcth not 
For thee—for mo—for our dark lot: 

We love, Sweet, but to be forgot 1 

We love,—and meet the world’s sharp scoru 
We live,—to die some common morn. 
Unknown, unwept, and still forlorn ! 

Why, dear one, why —why were we born i 


CXCIIl. 

SISTKKfl CANNOT READ TO-DAY. 

SiSTEB, 1 cannot read to-day : 

Before ray eyes the letters stream : 

Now,—one by one,—they fade away. 

Like shadows in a dream : 

All seems a fancy, half forgot: 

Sweet sister, do ^ dream or not I 
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I cannot work ; f cannot rest; 

T cannot sing, nor thinks to-day : 

The wiki lieart pantcth in my breast, 

As though ^twould break away. 

Why—wherefore—Ah, girl! ease my woe, 
Ami tell ma—iohy he tarricth so ! 


CXCIV.—SEA-SHORE STANZAS. 

Methinks, 1 fain would lie by the lone Soa, 

And hear the waters their white music weave ! 
Methinks it were a pleasant thing to grieve, 

So that our sorrows might companioned be 

By that strange harmony 

Of winds and billows, and the living sound, 

Sent down from Heaven, when the Thunder speaks 
Unto the listening shores and torrent cieeks, 

While the swoll’u Sea dotli strive to burst his bound I 

Methinks, when Tempests come and smite the Ocean, 
Until the vast and terrible billows wake, 

1 see the writhing of that curled snake, 

Which meu of old believed,—and my enu^ion 
Warreth within me, till the fable reigns 
God of my fancy, and my curdling veins 
Do homage to that serpent old, 

Which clasped the great world in its fofd, 

And brooded over earth, and the cliaiined sea, 

Like endless, restless drear Eternity,! 
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ON THE DEATH OF A CHIU). 

Hither come, close of day, 

And o’er this <lust, sweet Mothers, pray ! 
A little infant lies within, 

Who never knew the name of sin, 
Beloved,—bright,—and all our own ; 
Like morning fair,—and sooner flown I 

No leaves or garlands wither here. 

Like those in foreign lands ; 

No marble hides our dear one’s bier. 

The work of alien hands: 

The months it lived, the name it bore. 
The silver telleth,—nothing more I 

No more;—yet Silence stalketh round 
This vault so dim and dec]); 

And Death keeps watch without a sound, 
Where all lie pale and sh op ; 

But palest here and latest hid, 

Is i/c'—Dcueath this cottiii lid. 

How fair he was—how vet'y fair, 

Wliat dreams wo pondered o’er, 
Making his life so long and clear, 

His fortunes flowing o’er; 

Our ho[)es—:{tliat he would happy be, 
When we ourselves were ohl,) 

The scenes we saw, or hoped to see — 
Tfley ’re soon and sadly told. 

All was a di*eam !— It came and fled} 
And left us here,—among the dead ! 
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Pray, MojjJiH’s, pra\, at close of day, . 
While wcfiwid jiaivuts, weep alway ! 
Pray, too (and softly le and loii;;). 
That all yoxtr habps, now fair an<l stron*^, 
May blossom like —iiot like tlie r<»Ke, 

For,that doth fade when sunimor goes ; 
(’Twas thus our pretty infant died. 

The summer and its mother’s pride J) 
But, like some stern enduring tree, 

That reachetli its green century, 

May grow, may flourish—then decay, 
After tf long, cjilm, luippy day, 

Made happier by good deeds to men, 

And hopes in heaven to meet again ! 

Pray !—From the happy prayer is due; 
While we—(’tis all we now can do!) 

Will check our tears, and pray with you. 


CXCVI.—TO A POPTESS. 

Drrad’st thou lest thou slioul(r.st die nuknowi) | 
Why fear? since all the strength of Kfiui© 
And Death have this poor power alone, -r 
To give thee an uncertain fame. 

Tho critic dull and envious bard 
Will quarrel o’er thine ashes deal*; * 

That past,—thy single sad reward 
Must be some lonely lover's tear ^ 



CXCVII.—A PETITION TO TIME—(1831.) 


Touca us gently, Time I 
Let us glide adown thy stream 
Gently,—as we sometimes glide 
Through a quiet dream ! 

Humble voyagWa are We, 

Husband, wife, and children three~ 
(One is lost,—an angel, tied 
To the azure overhead !) 

Touch us gently, Time I 
We’ve not proud nor soaring wings: 
Owr ambition, our content 
Lies in simple things. 

Humble voyagei*8 are We, 

O’er Life’s dim unsounded sea, 

Seeking only some calm clime :— 

Touch us fjenilyt gentle Time ! 


CXCVIII.—WISHES. 

Sweet be her dreams, the fair, tlic young ! 

Grace, Beauty, breathe upon her ! 
Music, haunt thou about her tongue! 

Life, till her path with honour ! 

Ail golden thoughts, all wealth of days, 
Tiyatli, Friendship, Love, surround her ! 
So may she smile, till life be closed, 

And Angel hands have crownol her ! 
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CXCIX.—AN EPITAPH. 


He died, and left the world behind ! 

His lyien wild heart is cold : 

His once keen eye is quelled and blind : 

What more ?—His tale is told. 

He eamc ; and, baring his heav’n-bright thought, 
He earned the base World’s ban; 

And,—having vainly lived and taught. 

Gave place to a meaner man ! 


CC_THE MODERN CYMON.* 

“The Lunatic, the Lover, and the Poet.” 


You bid me tell you, why I rise 
At midnight from my lonely bed^ 

And seiirch amongst the coming clouds ; 

And till!; as though 1 saw the dead : 

You speak of madness—of the nwon— 

1 ’ve heard such idle jeers before : 

Give m« your patience, for my tale, 

And you shall deem me mad no more. 

This and the three following poems belong to Fart L 
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II. 

I was not born of noble race : 

1 know a ))easaut was my sire ; 

But, from my mother’s breast, I sucked 
The milk that filled my bkxxl with fire. 

I rail, as wild as doth the wolf. 

About the fields, for many years ; 

But, in my twentieth summer, Thoiij^ht 
Sprang upwards, in a rain of tears. 

III. 

A sudden chance (if chance it were) 

Flung me across a inarriagc train ; 

And there 1 saw a wretched girl 

Forceti onwards, wliilo she wept in vain. 

I never saw so fair a thing : 

My eyes were hot within my head : 

I heard her scream—I saw her forccil 

(By a brother) towards a brute—and wed. 


IV. 

I sought the hills—I sought the woods ; 

My heart was bursting in my breast : 

At last, tears rushed in rivers forth, 

And, for a time, I felt at rest. 

Thobc teal's! they washed from off my eyes 
The cloudy film that on them lay ; 

And 1 ; woke, and saw the light. 

And knew 1 did behold the Day. 


Till then,**! liad but been a beast, 

Had let mere savage will prevail ; 

Was ignora^lt—sullen—fierce ; till Love— 
(You have some fable, like my tale,) 

Till Love fiew forth and touched my heart: 

Then, all at once, my Spirit strong 
Swelled upwards, like a torrent danim’d, 
And foieed its furious way along. 
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VI. 

I read—I learned—>I tliouglit—I loved ! 

(For Love was all tlio motive then); 

And one, who was a friend, gave help, 

And I went fortli and mixed with men : 

I talked with him they called her lord : 

I talked with JJcr—\s\\o was a bride 
Thi*ough fraud and force and rapine ;—Go<l! 
She spoke 1 think 1 could have died ! 

.. ‘ 

I heard her words : I saw her eyes, 

Where patient mingled with the sad : 

I felt her breath mum my chock ; 

Its perfume did not drive me mad: 

I listened dumbly to her wrongs— 

Imprisoned, struck, dcspise<l, deceived ; 
And, in my heart, I heard a voice 

Cry out “ Revenge !”—and i believed ! 

Vllt. 

Still, Time wore on ; and efforts vain 
Were macle to bend ihcDivinon’s will; 

To wean him from the wrong to right; 

But, he was ha.se and cruel still. 

Such deeds he <lid ! Komaneo hath hared 
The truth of many a hellish cidiuo ; 

But never yet did Fiction dream 
Of half that 1 could tell in I’hyme. 


IX. 

Suffice it; all things have an ciuU 
There is an end, wdiere mortal pain 
Must stop, and can endure no more : 

This limit did we now attainT 
For Hope—sweet Patience—Virtue fled 1 
I (ltd what she could never dure : 

1 cut the canker from her side ; 

And bore her olf—to healthier air ! 
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Far—far away ! Slie never knew 
That 1 had blood upon my breast: 

And yet, (although she loved mo much,) 

I know not why, she could not rest, 

T strove to cheer her love,—to stir 
Her pride—but, ah, she had no pride ! 
We loved each other ;—yet she pined : 
We loved each other;—yet she died ! 


XI. 

She died, as fading rosea die, 

Although the wann and healing air 
Comes breathing forth and wraps them round: 

She died, dcsi)ite my love and care. 

I placed her, gently, in the lead ; 

I soothed her hair, as it should be ; 

And drew a promise—what she vowed 
Is a secret, ’tween my soul and me ! 

XII. 

She died ; and yet I have her still,— 

Carved, softly, in Carrara stone ; 

And in my chamber she abides, 

Sitting ill silence,—all alone ; 

Alone, save when tho midnight Moon 
Her calm and spotless bosom seeks: 

Then, shernnclasps her marble hands, 

And moves her marble lips—and speaks . 


And this is Why I restless seem ; 

And ihift is why I always rise 
At midnight s^ll throughout the year, 

And look for comfort in the skies : 

For tlion the angel of my heart 
Awakens from her sleep of stone ; 

And we exchange sweet hopes and thoughts, 
lu words unto the earth unknown. 
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XIV, 

Now,—tell me; Am I mad ?—Who’s lie 
That stares, and gibbers at me there ? 
I know him there’s his crooked claw ; 

His glittering eye; his snaky hair : 
Begone !—he’s gone.—Excuse me. Sir; 

These fellows often pinch my bniin ; 

(I know full well who spurs them on ;) 
But—as you see—they teaze in vain. 


CCI.—THE POOR SCHOLAR’S SONG. 


Death, old fellow ! Have we then 
Come at last so near each other ? 

Well,—shake hands ; and be to mo 
A quiet friend, a faithful brother. 

All those men’y days arc gone ; 

Gone with cash, and health, old ftdlow ! 

When I read long days and nights ; 

And sometimes (with a frietid) got mellow 

Newton ! Euclid I fine old ghosts ! 

Noble books of ohl Greek learning! 

Ah ! ye left huge aches behind ; • 

Head and heart and brain alf burning. 

How I toiled! For one, now 

I wore down the midnight taper, 

Labouring,—div aming ; till one day 
I ’woke, and found my lifo-^-a vapour. 

Yet, il hoped (ah, laugh not now,) 

For w'ealth,and health, and fame,—ifce bubble! 
So I climbed up Wisdom’s steeps, 

And got a fall, boy, for iny trouble. 
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You mourn ?—Mourn not; nor deem his lilstory 
Nor vain his strife: [vain • 

To breathe, to feel, to hope, are worth the pain 
Of Death, and Life : 

vrrr. 

And now,—(as generatiojis rise, and far 
Like vapours roll,) 

Some few begin to ga:!e, as on a star, 

Axttt scan his wu'cll: 


IX. 

And, in its inspiration, vaguely shown, 

We seem to trace 

The mai’cli of revolutions, come aud flown j 
And of man’s race 

X. 

The history. Amidst blots, of blood aud tears, 
The verses run, 

Until wc lose their light in distant years, 
Aud~aU is done I 






DRAMATIC FRAGMENTS. 


PART THE fIRST. 


INTRODUCTION TO A DRAMA (18211. 

Scene.— A Wildei'ness in : The 2d<iec is dark 
with trees; and th.e {pvuttd hiddtn hy fern and the 
oUawflcd undergrowth of the forest. Various birds 
and animals are seen., seaitered about. 

AKIMAM PARI-ANTf. 

1 Raven. Look above thee, brother ;—Look I 
Crow. Cousin, quit the wizard’s book. 

Leave the adder to die alone ; 

Study no more the thunder-stone : 

Quit the licmlock’s seething must; 

And Hell’s black volcanic dust. 

1 Rav. Look above thee,—in the air! 

Crow. IIo, ho ! Is it not a vision rare ? 

2 Rav. They hover, and hover, • 

Now under, now over / 

The cloud which is f^rowiuf^ warm 

With the kindling light of the coming stoi*m. 

Crotv. Hark, i’ the air ! * 

1 Rav. And the earth! 

2 Rav. Ah, ha ! she starts at an eyil birth. 

She heaven, she heaves, 

And the shaking leaves 

Grow pai’c]rd,and the wind a sad music weaves. 

Ci'ov). Look ! One hivs shot down like a star. 

2 Rav. But the other is soaring far, 



218 DRAMATIC FRAGMENTS. 

Like a Spirit tliat seeks the sun, 

When his errand below, in the dust, is done. 

1 Monkey. Mark the I’aven : note the rook ! 

What do they with the Devil’s book ! 

2 Mon. Stupid wretches 1 

1 Mon. And the crow ? 

What should such lumps of feathers know ! 

They ’re fit for nought. 

In my poor thought. 

But to trick out a funeral raree-show. 

2 Mon Peace, son f they are but bird8,j'ou know : 
They can’t distinguish right from wi'ong. 

1 Mon. I ’ll teach ’pin to subtract ere long. 

2 Mon. We ’ll try, some day, what can be done. 

In the meantime, ’tis fit, my son. 

Wo from them get whate’er we can : . 

And much we may do. 

If wo mind our cue. 

For a monkey is much on a par with man : 

'I’licrc’s a ditfereiice— 

Pairoi. IIo ! I shall crack my aide. 

2 Mon. Tho’ few see’t, till we sit side by side. 

On the one hand, a man h.aa a longer nose. 

And struts in clean linen, wherever he goes : 

But what has he like to tho monkey’s tail ?— 

Par. Ho, ho !—Ho, ho ! 

2 Mon. Then he has’nt such grace. 

Nor so fine a face : 

These things must be thrown in the oigiosito scale. 
Ow!s. Hur-rih!—Hur-ruh ! [bi.'.lant lli under. 
Vulture. Tho tyrant Tempest is coming ! 
lie strives to Jiold his breath : 

But I smell him, and hear him humming 
The beautiful terrible tune of Death. 

Starling. Death !—Death ! 

Swtkc. lie is creeping amongst the leaves : 

He ruffles the nross and flowers : 

He is cinning ; but who deceives 
The snake in her watchful hours ? 

Dove. He cometh : j;et I must stay ; 
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For my lover will come, who is far away 
In the distant shower.s. 

Nif/hthif/ole. And nothing shall force me fly ; 

For hither I came to die 
In the dai'H, pine bowers. 

Rut. Dost hear’em clatter ? Let’s run, let’s run ; 
The ruin (I feel it) has just begun. 

Save yourselves, brothers, and stay for none. 

[Ofoiuh ffatlmr ove^'hcad, —Chouus.] 

The sky is clothed in rain ; 

The cloudy are big with thunder* 

And the hills all shake with a spasm pain ; 

For Spirits, above and under, 

Are shouting,—from steep to steep, 

All over the airy deep ; 

And thorough the caves and veins, 

Where Mammon the monarch reigns ; 

And witches are calling 
From wood to woojI ; 

And comets are falling 
In swamp and flood ! 

Owls, llur-ruh !—Hur-ruh ! 

[A Shadow passes across.] 

A Voice. Make way 1 

And welcome the Spirit that floats tliis way : 

Do yc hear, my slaves ? 

SiiaJce. 0 Master gray ! 

Thy servants are listening : they obey. ^ 

[Chorus continues.] / 

He comes ! He comes ! llejoice, llejoice I 
, Great Forest, with all thy voice I ^ 

1 Voice. He comes ! 

The Master of mind and breath ; 

The Ghost that unloeketh the door of J)eath ; 

Who turneth the hinge of the coffin down ; 

Who Iaugh<;^h at bauble and tinsel crown ; 

Who opens the lid, 

And shows what’s hid, 

Whether’t be king or a lowly down. 
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2 Voice. He comes ! 

Arise, and shake oft* your tears, 

Ashes and O.aks of a thousand years ! 

All Trees who have name, from Pine to Palm, 
Be quick and strip (»ff your sunset calm. „ 

He comes,—with the evening; pale ; 

Arise ! and bid the Magician hail! 

3 Voice. He comes ! 

Elements sleeping, awake again ! 

Shout with your voices of wind and rain ! 

And Thou in the cloud 

Alive and loud, ' 

Come forth on the back of the Hurricane ! 
Thunder and Tempest and Lightning pale, 

Leap from your caverns and cry—‘ All Uatl I ’ 
« » « « ’Ic 


FRAGMENTS. 

1.— Valley of Lada s. 

Nciph, Come on, come on.—A little further on. 
And we shall reach a i)lace where we may pau.se. 
It is a meadow full of the early 8]>ring : 

Tall grass is there which dallic'.s with the wind, 
And never-ending odorous lemon-trees ; 

Wild flowers in blossom, and sweet citron-buds. 
And princely pedars ; and the iiiideii-houghs 
Make arched 'l^alks for love to whi.s])er in. 

If you bo tired, lie down, and you shall hear 
A river, which doth kiss irregular banks, 

Enchant your senses with a sle(‘j)y tune. 

If not, and merry blood doth stir your veins. 

The place hatlinStill a fair and pleasant aspe<!t: 
For, in the mi<lst of this green meadow, springs 
A fountain of white marble ; o’er whose shies 
Run stk>ries, graven by some cunning hand, 

Of pastoral life, and tipsy revelry. 

There wjll we, midst c^licious cates, and wines 
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Sparkling and amorous, and sweet instruments, 

Sing gentle nii.sckief as tlie sun goes down. 

Quick ! but a few steps more—’round by this copse 
Of olives and young cliesuiits, (to whose arms 
The vines seem clinging, like so many brides,) 

And you wilt reach ’t. tla,—Stay!—Look ! hero it is. 

Fkmict. Ha, ha! Ha, ha!—Look! how Philostratns 
Buries his forehead in the fresh green grass. 
jPu/mphilus. Hail, vernal spot! We bear to thy 
embrace 

Pleasures that ask for calm ; Lore, and Delight; 
Harmonious (.ulses where no evil dwells ; 

Smiles without treach’ry ; words all soft and true ; 
Music like morning, fresh and full of youth ; 

And all else that belongs to gentleness. 


2 .—An Utilitarian. 

He is a slave to Science. He woull! pull 
Uroat Heaven to pieces ; and anatomise 
Each fragment of its cry.stal battlements : 

Weigh out its hymns ; divide its light, and class 
The radiant feathers of Archangels’ wings. 

Do wo not know,—doth Jic not know, that still 
Mysterious Wonder aye must reign above us ; 
Struggle howe’er we may ? Doth he not know. 

That Adoration and great Wonder, (like 
Good deeds which bless the giver,) ever lift 
The Soul above the dust, and strengthe^u#! 

. 3 .—The Uses of Conrage. 

Pitt me not: 1 am not without joy. 

Within the shadow of a grand Despair,, 

Proud thoughts abide; which with their stately strength 
Maintain the Spirit in its resolute path. 

Bo sure of tins : brave men do not resign 
All Heaven with love. He who can walk alone 
Unto his grave, and (conquering his own heart) 
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Force the Mack Future, till its seeming Void 
Grows populous witli sliapes, and yields to hiiii^ 
Its regions subject, is not without joy; 

But, like some warrior, who, the day being woji, 
Strides on triumphant amidst heaps of slain; 

All pain and wounds forgot. 


4 .—Life evcryivhax. 

Call not these things inanimate,—the ti;oes, 

The grass, the herbs, the flowers. A l)usy life 
Dwells in their seething limbs ; and, as soft blooms 
Unfold themselves unto the alluring Sun, 

Fond music, (which Wc hoar not,) mystic odours, 
Accompany their soft confessions. Thus, 
Onespringsandfades,—then others conje,—whilst sighs 
Exhale from each unto the listening air, 

Telling thro’ all it^course, (from life to death, 

From verdant spring-time until autumn sere,) 

The same eternal story. 


5 .—Fame the offsprlnff of Fortune, 

A. Had lie hut lived 
With Fortune for his mate, and such a stage 
To play hi!i,part on, as some Spirits have liad, 

He w(mld ha\^: been— 

B. A king ? 

A. Xnum/ what else, 
King, Ern])eior, Tyrant, Shah, would matter not. 

He would hav(5 been—a Namk ; such as of old 
Grew into Godg ! 

B. And 80 he died? 

A, He died, 

And nvt a verse did lionr.ur him. His doom 
Was writ already ; and his star was called 
•^Oblivion J 
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6_ Love indcpciuInU, of Raison. 

IjOVE fiillows not (lesei't, but acciiloiit. 

We love—because we love : 1 know no more. 

’Tis not jtreat lluni^^hts, nor nol)le <jua!ities, 

Nor conduct pui’e ctnnpel it. These rather cliallouge 
Our deep respect than Love : That sweet eiuotujii 
Owes to our tender hearts its gentle force, 

And scorns all meaner reason. 


7 .—A Jesier; from the antique. 

A. You ’iiB merry Lovelace 1 
L. I am always merry. 

When I came sprawling into this l)ra>c world, 

My mother laughed, and could not feel her ]tains : 
The midwife tittered, and the mn|B did smooth 
Ucr grave and wrinkled apron wmi a smile. 

I grinned ere I could talk ; reaped .all my learning 
Out of a jest-book ; and, ere I was man, 

Was a felon by each law of gravity'. 

When I do right, I laugh ; Tis self-approval: 

And when 1 ’m wrong, I laugh : it coinibrts me. 

I laugh at folly, much ; at wisdom, more: 

The fii*st by coininon rule, the last heeauso 
’Tis iny peculiar game ; and I note often, 

Beneath the shadow of a grave nwn’s fro'^n, 

A fiadscaj) dancing,—nay, i hoar thejfcelis, 

And burst abroad in monstrous merrnnent. 

A. You are the wiser man. If 1 could see 
The Sun, as tliou dost, through impervlbus clouds, 

1 might he happier. As it is, I liear 

The grievous load of life, which poor jneii carry, 

As loosely jis I may. 

L, Wliat ails tlu'e now! 

Come, thou*hast lost a kitten in the mumps ?| 

Thy maid has cracked her garter ? Thou hast heard 
Thy pig is gone astr.iy', and’s put i’ the pound I 
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Not sol Why then thy parslcy-bcd has failed ? 

There are no hopes of apples ! The last clutch 
Of chickens do not thrive as thou expect’st i 
Or else, some brown-sldnn’d wench, whose eyebrows 
meet. 

Has sworn a child to another,—and 'tis thine ? 

A. Peace, peace 1 Wilt lend me a crown! 
i. Bah ! Is that all! 

Why, ay : I '11 do much more, for one like thee. 
Whom I would fain laugh out of poverty. 


8 .—A case of Wikha'aft. 

A, I RKMItMUKR, 

When first she saw him, how her dark orbs drew 
His soul aside. Her voice, (that sweet witch-music,) 
Bound him in trance ; and so she floated I'ound, 
Taking him prison# with her golden hair ;— 

B. Almost a Pai’asitc! 

A. ’Twas even so : 

She wound about him, with her leaves and thorns ; 
Hid him in roses, preyed upon his strength ; 

And so at last he perished. Peace be with him 1 


9.— Mesalliance. 

A. You Ask why am I sad !—Give car to me 
When 1 was yo 'iig, I was a fool,—and married. 
The girl I wed was like a bright June morning ; 
Fresh, fragratjt, dewy-lipped, and azure-eyed. 
And floated onward with a cloud-like motion ; 
And when she owned her love lor me, her cheek 
Out-blushed the burning sun at Midsummer. 

B. And yet you were a fool! 

A. Ay, a mad fool. 

For, loo){,—she was more humble than the dust; 
A peasant’s daughter. I,—who track my line 
Even unto fable, aiid am honour-bound 
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To Itpep my (jolden lineage uniilloyed, 

Did wrong to heroes and to kings, my sires, 
To mix their blood with baseness. 


10.— Reaolntion. 

Let ns go forth and tread down fate together. 
We’ll bo companions of the gusty winds ; 

Laugh loud at hunger ; conquer want; out-curse 
The fierceness of the howling wilderness. 

Firm hbia?; or bolder onwards ; that’s our way. 
He who gives back a foot, gives vantage ground 
To whatsoever is his enemy. 


11.— Ascending Visions. 

A. Within yon antique I'oonis 
Great Powers abide, which guard this place from 

wrong; 

The strength of Michael j Uaffiielle’s angel grace ; 
Grave Titian’s splendour; Paolo’s sunset dreams: 
And Deities, who once (so poets write; 

Dwelt on^lympus, from their heights conic down, 
And sit au round in marble't 

B. Let us go in. 

Sc * * * « S: « 

A. Stand here, and gaze thy fill of bSauteous Art! 
—Now, look beyond,—beyond its d/eds or dreams, 
And thou wilt see the Spirits of human power. 
Creators of the things which shine below. 

Pause not! but let thiiic aspirations still 
Ascend : for wondrous regions lie beyond : 

Whose mystic heights, whose darknbss calm and holy, 
No star can penetrate. There, dwells the Thought,— 
The Power, the Spirit of Good, from wheiic^ all else 
Derive their purpose and their origin. 
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M.—TkeNm Year. 

Time slips from under us. The Ye.ar is gone ! 

And now—what comes! Hark to the headlong hells, 
Whose sudden cries shoot through the circling air, 
Like lightning through the dark. What birth is next ? 
The Year,—the new-born Year 1 Cold, weak and pale, 
She enters on her round. No flowers awake. 

To herald her : no winds start forth, to p'pe 
Their Bacchanalian welcomes in her ear: 

But Silence and inanimate Nature lie 
In watch, awaiting her first look serene ; 

And, deep within her breast, what marvels sleep; 
What deeds of good and ill ; what dreams,—desires. 
Flowers like the stars, and thoughts beyond the flowers; 
Laughing delights, mute woes, passionate tears ; 

And kindness, human sunshine, softening all! 


13 .—Life and Death. 

A. You, in your fierce desire to vanijuish me. 
Forget this truth :—The (hds who (jive ua life, 

(Jive ua death also ! 

H. Both are good :—What better. 

After tempestuous hours, than deep repose! 

■B 

n 

14.— Awtumn. 

The melancholy Autumn comes on us: 

Not red and stormy ; but in a shroud of rain. 
Weeping for Summer fled. The fields lie bare ; 

The orchards Etri|>ped ; the gardener’s pride is o’er; 
For all sweet-smelling flowers have lost thei" lives 5 
Geraniunr; heliotrope : Kven the rose. 

That was the. queen of all the sunny year,— 

She, in whose perfumed halls the wild bee lingcreiL 
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Lightening his toil with song,—is pale and dead ! 

So is’t with us :—Our spring is blown and gone : 

Our manly summer, o’er whose moments Love 
Threw lustre like the morning, fades at last! 


15. — The Sorrow of an Heir. 

Duke. Grkat tidings have come hither,—from the 
grave. c 

Tlie Pttkeds dead:—nay, something more than lh.at: 
My FaUici'^s dead! —Well,—he wjis very old. 

The seasons were faniiliar witli his ]>ains: 

From vernal youth to wintry age, ho saw 
The melancholy moiUhs pour out their ills ; 

And now,—the year’s at end! These things are writ 
Down on unalterable brass. N<* tears ! 

What use in grieving? Will my cries charm back 
Tl3e ])alc down going Ghost which was my Sire, 

And seat it upriglit in his crimson chair ?— 

Ho has left us. Gray old man ! He was a bar 
’Tween me and power: yet, 1 beheld him not 
With an heir’s loathing. Master of mine own, 

Within my stormy circle still I reigned, 

And left him to a throne. 

. . . Soh,—now for life ; 

(Death being forgot awhile). We must assume 
Tlie sceptre of our sires, and take* on 
The golden burthen of a ducal ero\m 
Jn place of petty tliouglits and we.alT desires, 

We ’ll seek Ambition in her high retreat, 

And take her hu’ our mate ’Tis well'that men, 

Wlio inarch on humble ground,should match witli dust: 
But We,—whose homes are on the jnountain tops, 
Whose thoughts beyond.—must breathe fit air, and hohl 
Nothing beneath the stars in fellowship. 


Q 2 
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IG.^Unboim Flowers, 

How gentle is the sward ! Tread soft! Perhaps 
A blue-cycd creature wliom the Spring forgot 
To sweeten, lies below. Perhaps she was 
Too frail to unfold her bloom ; so died i* the bud. 


17 .—A Mother pleads to see her Childm*. 

Jiid<je, You are accused— 

M, Accused ? say you, accused ? 

Why so were saints and martyrs: Nay (hear this) 
Christ was accused ! The only Son of God,— 

Ih was reviled and smitten: crowned with thorns. 
Nailed to the cross,—murdered ! Do you hear ? 

You judges of a mean and bloody law ? 

Who spell out, with cold tongues, accursed words, 
That freeze my soul .—])o y()U say—(/«re you say. 
That I—.a mother—ay, a tond one (hack. 

You blinding tears!)— 

Judfje. TJm law— 

M. I want not law. 

I ask for Justice :—Such as Heaven «loth teach 
Unto wise hearts, atul man metes out to man : 

Such as doth keep the troubled world in t^uiet. 

I ask for justice do I ask too much ? 

A mother,—I deii and to see the babes 
I bore in pain, and fed, and for some years, 

(A few, too few!) guided as they should go, 

And taught them truth and gentle thoughts ; and now 
I ask to see them. God ! I ask of thee ; 

For man denies nfe. Ah ! God !—Father ! Friend ! 
(I have no other;) from thine awful throne 
ifear njy (petition. Give my children to me: 

And other fortune, short of this, I'll bear. 

And thauk your grace for ever. 
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18.— A Superstition. 

*Tis said, that in some land, I tliiiik in Spain, 

(Rising u]>t)n you like an awful drcuin,) 

A wondrous linage stjinda, 'Tis broad and gaunt; 
Tall as a giant; with a stormy front; 

And snaky hair, and large eyes all of stone ; 

And arm’d, or^so it seems, from head to heel, 

With a crook’d falcliion, and efiorinous eawpie, 

And mighty links of mail, which once were brass ; 
And spurs of marble, and marmoreal limbs ; 

All bent, like one who staggers. Full at the Fast 
It glares, like a defiance, lowering, bold ; 

And scorn still lurks about its steadlast eye ; 

And on its brow a lordly courage sits. 

—This statue, as ’tis told, was once a king ; 

A fierce idolater ; wlio cursed the moon. 

And hated Heaven, yet own’d some hellish sway 
A strange religion this ; and yet it was so. 

Well,—he was born a king, as 1 have said. 

And reignM (►'or armed millions, w'itliout law'. 

He sold brave men lor beggar gold, and stain’d 
The innocent youth of viriiu‘. lie robb’d alba’s ; 

Ate like Ajiiciiis ; drank, like Afric sands, 

Rivers of wine ; 'then fell to Ircnzy. At last, 

Sv\arming rebellions (like the Atlantic stiri’ed 
To madness, by the bellowing of greji siorma) 

Rose up, and hush’d to wrath by hoj^id wrongs, 
Hunted the tyrant from his brazen throne,— 

Hunted him, like a wolf, Irom cave Kj^cavo; 

Througli rocks, and mountains,and deep perilous glens; 
Day after day, night after night, until 
His soul burst out in curses. On oije dull dawn, 
Which show'd him lurking to relentless foes, 

He flung some terrible reproach at Heaven^ 

Laugh’d at its God, ’tis stud, and cui’sed the feun 
Whereat the broad eye of the Day unclosed, 

And stared him into stone 1 
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19 .—A Pitffe univmidateaUc, 

I GAZE into her eyes:—But who can seo 
Bcyoml the impenetrable stai’s ! I Iioar 
Tlie music of her steps, and of her sighs, 

And of her presence, when she is most still: 

Yet something ’scapes me. I could sooner read 
Tlie mysteries of the moon, when frenzy howls, 
Tiiau her all potent silence. 


20.— Tmlhjlit. 

I LOVE this light: 

’Tis the old age of Day, methinlcs ; or haply 
'riie infancy of flight: pleasant it is. 

Shall we be dreaming ?—Hark ! Tlio nightingale, 
Queen of all inusic, t(» her listening heart 
Speaks, and the woods are still. 


21.— Exiles. 

Man, A little further on, 

And thou shall find a Hufi; sad resting-place. 

It is a fallen palace, through whose gates, . 

Arches and flapping casements, the wihl rain 
And gusty winds pour in. Long years ago, 

It wivs the nurnsoii of a Count of Spain; 

Who dealt with i'ho dark Spirits, as 'tis told. 

And met a sudden doom. I have heard that ho 
Kneountered his dii.sk master, as he sate 
At supper by hfmself ouc winter’s night, 

And died in madness. 

Ann. Is tlie place so lonely I 

M. Ay, is it. The stork hath left it; and no thing 
Comes there, beside the snake; save when, hai’d pressed 
By savaglj hunters, or relentless cold, 

The wild fox makes’t liis dwelling through the night, 
And flies at morning. 
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A. I am ready, now : 

Give me our boy, and I will carry liiiii. 

Af. Not so : 1 ’m stouter,—na^, 1 feel no pain. 

He sleeps. Look on him,—little famished wretch 1 
Hunger disdains to tear him. Now, let’s on : 

This way. beneath the pines. There is no track ; 

But T have Rpot*tcd here in brighter days, 

And know the thickets. 

A, Ha ! you stagger? stay : 

Now, give me thy sweet burthen. 

M. Tush ! ’twas chance ; 

A straggling root from yon old chesnut tree. 

We’ll tread with greater care. 

A, I’ll sing to thee; 

And cheer thee on our melancholy march, 

’Tis said men fight the better when tluiy hear 
Sweet music ; ay, endure fatigue and thii*st, 

Hunger and such poor wants. If so, I ’ll strain 
My throat until it shame the nightingale, 

But I ’ll do thee some service. Liston then. [S/te 
M. Go on : it cheers me. Well 1 
A. I had forgot. 

The rest is sad : we ’II have’t another time, 

M. Now, now: —although’t be darker than oui lot; 
Let’s liear it. When we cannot feel the sun, 

Or hear the spring wind laugh, or babbling river, 
There’s music in the raiu. 


22 .—Fnends in 

E. In some lone cemetery. 

Distant from towns, (some wild wood-girded spot- 
Kuin’d and full of graves, all very old, 

Over whose scarce-seen mounds the pine tree ahe(fe 
Its solemn fruit, as giving dust to dust.) 

He sleeps in quiet. Had he no friend ? Oh ! yes s 
Pity whith hates all noise, and Sorrow, lik^j 
The enamouring marble that wraps vii’gin mould, 
And palest Silence, who will weep alone, 

And all sad friends of Death, were friends to him 1 
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23.—^ New Alcesth, 

Manuel. [^Watclihig the body of Armida.] ... It 
nmy not be ! 

I watch in vain. At dawn, at noon, at eve, 

And ever thron*;!! the mystic midnigiit ijour, 
i watfli by her, who was so late my l)ri<le ; 

Yet .see no ohans;e. Mi<l\v{iy, ’tween life and death, 
She stays ; the linct stilt red upoi\ her lip ; 

Ana a hue, like that the blush-rose wears, Whdli June 
Hares her sweet breast to day, redeems her clieek 
From evcrla‘'tinjr d4‘ath : and yet,—she’s dead ! 

I saw, (too well I) amidst my useless teaj*s. 

Her life dissolve away : so,—though she lies 
As yet of no one beauty disarrayed, 

We Ml give her tender burial. Open, earth ! 

[Miiific. The foflowuvf Incantation is heard.] 

Change !—MMie clay is changing: 

The Spirit is throii;;li its ehanil)oi*s ranging; 

And the blood begins to How ! 

With his subtle and fiery breath. 

He is w.aking the streams below, 

And is flushing the face of Death. 

He hurries frt»m vein to vein, 

Hither aivl thither, and back again, 

All over thefttingling nei’ves, 

O’er muscles lind bones, and never swerves j 
And now—he is in the bnvin. 

With a shaVp but a pleasant pain ! 

Awake, thou,wonder of womlers, 

Thou Jieautiful ghastly bride ; 

For the ground is shaken by thunders, 

Alfa swells with a gloomy t>ride ; 

That the Soul which so lately fled 
Should return on the wings of life| 
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And escape from tlie ghostly dead ; 

And mingle again in the tearing strife ; 

Where Power and Sin, allied. 

Go triumphing still tlirough the regions wide ; 
Where Hunger is left to die, 

And Grief, with the streaming eye, 

And Beauty and Yontli, and Fear and Pain, 

Fall down at the Conquerors feet, in vain. 

[5/iC 7’etivcs,] 

Mtm. Ha!—God! • 

Ai'm: Wlrtit seest thou ?—Manuel, dear Manuel! 
A/ufi, Speak! earth-like, toinb-like—Speak! a word, 
a word ; 

Low as the wliisper of death. 

Arm. Dear Manuel ! 

Af(fv. The music comes aga In. Likcsigliing cypress,— 
Like organ dirgc'«, heanl midst tears and juviyer, 

It tloats about my brain:—But slie is dead I 
A /’fit Have 1 slept long I 

Af((u. A life !—thy f et have trod 

Tile bubbling burning waters, and come back 
From Hell, like Orplicus^ lover, whom the gods 
Daslicd into death once more. 

Arm. Tliy reason’s troubled : 

Sit by me, and we ^11 talk. 

A/tm. Barest thou betray 

The dumb dark secrets thou hast learned below ? 
Beware ! their gods may stir ; dmmon^ iHay rise, 
Aruie<l with r<*v( nge and hate; and, L'lssing the bound 
Tliat doth divi<le us from tlie worlds of fire, 

Seize on thee for their own. Art thou ^lot theirs ? 
Their right 1 their prey 1 their subject I oh ! if so, 
I’hey Ml drag'thee down to torment (o’ that be sure) 
Though I stand strong beside thee. Look, she smiles. 

Ai'/n. If thou ’rt unhap}>y, if thy dreams be wild, 
Thy heart qt anger, or thine honour hurt, f 
Come unto wtc. Am 1 not she who swore 
To love thee ever 1 
Man. 


Ay ; through U^e and death,— 
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Through death, and thi*ough all dim eternity. 

Thou swor’st to follow me,—above,—below,— 
Forsaking all things. Heaven itself, if Love 
Might be o’er Time triumphant. 

Armi, And it is. 

Man. It is, it is. 0 heart, be calm ! she lives ! 
Arm. I live: I love.—I love ; what more should be ? 
Man. Notliing : the world's complete. 


24.- -Old Romance, 

Dost thou not love the golden antique time, 

When knights and heroes, for a lady’s love, 

Would spear the dragon! 

Or when Boccaccio’s dames, now long ago, 

Lay laughing on the grass, heaniig and telling 
Wild love adventures, witty merry tales, 

That made the heart leap high. And yet, even they 
Would sadden amidst their flowers, when that some 
story 

(Like a 1*086 unfolded) was betrayed, which shewed 
What Love indeed wa.s made of,—wlieii the world— 
Chance—falsehood—danger tried its truth till death, 
And proved its hues unaltered. 


25 .—Ayrarian Law, 

D. WEw’illJivido 

The treasures the land amongst us all: 

Nature made all men equal. 

A. ^ Soli! what’s here? 

Divitie what we have earned by our hard labour I 
Let all men share alike ? The idle take 
The industrious-labourer’s mite 1 The drunkard swill 
The drink that we have boiiglit with sober toil 1 
The rol^ber come into our dooi*8, and cry 
‘‘Half of your loaf is mine” 1—If we divide 
Our neighbour’s goods to-day, why not divide 
Again to-morrow I Will our wealth become 
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Aught the more sacred, 'cause 'twas plundered first? 
Wiiy may not one to-morrow come, and claim 
What we have stol’n to-day ? How can we keep, 
Save by our strength of arm, the gold we get, 

A week,—a day,—an hour ? How can wc tell 
The very food we earn shall be our own. 

When we have ta’en another's 1 
Ji. That is true. 

I), All will be right, in future. 

A. Who will work, 

If what he earns be never safe 5 who'll sow, 

That they who trade in plunder still may reap 
The corn he ought to gather? One great end 
Of all Laws is Security:—That lost, 

A country doth become a robber’s den, 

Bloody and base, where nought but bad men thrive. 


'l^,'—Agfjrandizmmt hy the Famous, 

Tut, tut! all's vanity. Not I alone ; 

Ambition, Courage, Hate, Revenge, Despair, 

All seem to exceed the measure of thenisei\ es, 

When each is lofty. Hast e'er heard the wind 
Run blustering through the forests, and make tremble 
The aspen and the bircli ? Why, who wouhl dream 
That 'twas the self-same air which fanned the flowers 
So delicately i’ the spring ? Hast seen the sea 
Como swaggering on the land, till the ^nd shook, 

And all the shores and echoing caverils lost 
'rheir dumbness in affright ? Look wSll upon't: 

’Tis the same murmuring creature scarce surmounts 
The pebbles on our beach ; only, being'wrought 
To madness by some wrong, or the moon’s scorn, 

•’T jumps from its calm, and scales the sky, to show 
What strength't may have when angered. So it is 
With the Passions, which are all irregular, * 

Bound by no limit, t nding to no end, ^ 

Unless to show hew high tlie Spirit of mau 
May soar beyond its puny dwelling place. 
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27 .—Advice (Wi Marriarje* 

Never, bo}, wed a wit. Man does not in.'irry 
To poise his reas(m ’^^ainst a quaiTelling tongue ; 
But for sweet idleness. Cliose I a wife, 
rd have her,—perhaps, fair, -certainly gentle ; 
True, if’twere possible ; and tender—olt ! 

As daylight when it melts in evening seas, 

The waves all dark witli slumber. 


2%.^J)calh in Youth. 

Mr brother *8 dead ! Ho was a man to seize 
The eagle Greatness in its fliglit, and wear 
its feather in his cas<iue. lie’s dead :—he died 
Young ; as the great A'ill die ; as Summer dies, 
By drought and its own fevers burned to dcatli. 


29.— Uoju'fiibiess of Loce. 

Look, where she stands 1 Hath the magician TiO^’e 
IVmehed her to stone ? No, no: she breathes, she moves: 
Beauty sits bravely in her glittering eye ; 

And ))ii8sioii sUiins lior cheek. What tlnmghts are these, 
Unfolding like,pose flowers at dawn of day 
Methinks she sees the sunny Future lie 
Basking before her. 


30 .—Oood in every heart. 

I) 

Nature never made 

A hcartfall marble ; but, in ’ts fissures, sows 
The wild flower Love ; fi’om wliose rich seeds spring 
forth 

A world of mercies and sweet charities. 
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31 .—A Lover’s Memory. 

Thev call her beautiful: It may be so : 

All that I know is, when she leaves me, Dreams 
Rise up, and Visions, of some giory passed, 
Kncompasa me ; and I remember soon, 

How plaueb^itruek 1 was when she was by ; 
Although I then saw nothing. 


* • 32.— Polyplicmvs. 

J. This “ Triumph”* by our fi-iend is wanton soft 
But there’s higli matter in the seti-nymph’s story, 
Which might become a painter’s pencil well. 

He should have drawn the Cyclop,—as he sate 
Uplifted like a crag, and piped his songs 
Of Galatea to the watery shores. 

Some say that, Orpheus-like, he charm’d dull stones. 
Made Ocean murmur, and the airy winds 
Took captive; and ’tis known, he sigh'd and sang 
Tile deathful ditties which belong to love ; 

And call'd on Galatea :—She, the while, 

Lay mute, and closed (if e’er she heard his strains) 
Her soul against his passion. Day by day. 

He sang; and, like the mateless l.ark, call’d forth 
The dawn ; and underneath tiie burning noon 
Held fiery celebration ; and at eve, • 

Fatigued by sorrow and wild song,—he’wepu 


33.— Parent’s Love: Value of Ssproof. 

The love of parents hath a deep still source ; 
And falleth like a flood upon their child. 
Sometimes the cliild is grateful : then his love 
Comes like tjie S)>ray returning.— In this case^ 
A father, full of truth, has checked his sou ; 

* The Triumph of Galatea, by RalfitcUs. 
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Harshly perhaps ; for many a benefit 
Puts on the vizor of a stem reproof: 

But, oh ! within, (as roughest riiuls conceal 
The tciiderest kernels,) gentle thoughts abide ; 
Sweet meanings ; seeds tliat, if the soil be sure, 
Will bring forth Iruits of wisdom. 


34 .—Qoodnm corned wiiliovi ‘parade, 

A. The Music, then, 

A rainbow of sweet sounds, did steal upon me, 
Arching my cloudy thoughts with brighter hopes. 

B. Is it not ever thus 1 The gifts of Gods 
Come not in thunder, but all silent:—Thus 

Comes forth the Flower, and thus the summer Dawn 
With noiseless steps moves up the eastern sky, 

And briugs us light and comfort. Thanks for all! 


35 .—Evening Musk, 

Ja. 1 THOUGHT I heard my husband’s footstep ! No 
Girl, ’Twas but a deer crossing tiio path. 

Ja. You ’re right; 

My wish outran my judgment. Come,—a song: 

My heart is painful, and 1 cannot sleep. 

A song ! Let it be soft, yet nowise sad ; 

Some air that floats upon the edge of silence, 

But outers iioO.its bound. The world’s at rest! 

Why cannot I (poor watcher) lose iny pains 
111 sweet oblivion, like the happy world 1 
Girl. What shall I sing, madam ? 

Ja, Whate’er you will; 

Some verso you love, girl.— Well, if I must choose, 
Let it be some such old sweet household song, 

As a mother, rocking her sick child to rest, 

Sings tlf’o* tl»e night. Or,—if you will,—recount 
How all wild thoughts and cares of feverish life 
Find refuge at last in sleep. See ! day is past, 

And night already here. 
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(Music.) 

Girl (sings). Day is over ; Night is hero: 

Clohdil arc the eye aud ear 

111 sleep, in sleep i 

I'ain is silent; Toil reposes : 

Love is hid amongst his roses : 

Let tlie murmuring Music creep 
Inti) silence, and remain 
Till the morning smiles again I 
Neither moaii) nor wec^ : 

Drt%inS) and all the I’iice of Fear, 

Fa<lo away, and disappear 
In the deepest deep ! 

Jii. Thanks, little one: You liave a voice might 
grieve 

The nightingale, could she but hear you sing. 

Or,—was’t the theme 1 Soft, gentlest, friendly Sleep! 
Sweet holiday ! Of all earth’s good tlie help,— 

Or origin : thyself a midnight liytnn, 

Which weary Nature, when her work is done, 
Breathes to the God of all! 


36 .—Fwiicy thrives in Barhicss, 

In happy daylight, child, our fancy *s dull; 
fuelled, dazzled by the sunshine. In tjic^torm. 

And in the night, and on the turbulent sea,— 

When thunder and the winds wage wir together. 
And, underiieati), the vast black Heaving Deep 
*Bears up the sailor to the clouds, he seef, 

Far off, the beauty of his flowery home, 

Whore, fenced by humble walls, his ghildren sleep; 
Their mother watching o’er. 
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37.— Children, 

SiGil not for Childron. Tliou wilt love tliem much; 
And Care will follow Love, and then Despair. 

First, one will sicken ; then, another leave tliee 
For the base world ; and he thou lov’st tV»c most,— 
The light o’ thy life, girl, %vill go out at last. 

Like fading shirllglit; leaving thee, alone, 

To sordid thoughts a\jd childless misery. 


38 .—Pride of Birih. 

I WAS hoi'll high. I did not sjuMiig from mire. 
Like the foul fungus ; but, frotn atry heights. 
Descended with my branches, and let inea 
(rather my golden fruits lo comfort them. 


39 .—A Discovery, C(yiijidenti9,l Talk. 

A, You said you wished to trust some secret to me I 
Y, Sit down, and let us talk. Is the door fast I 
A, ’Tis ne’er left open. I don’t sleep o’ nights, 
With my throat bare for every knife that comes. 

No : I know better. 

Y. Ay ; ^you know there are some 
Will knock atnan o’the Iiead for half a dollar ; 

And dream tha#' night the merrier ? 

A. No, not so : 

Not for so little. • 

Y, You interpret me 

Too literally. I meant for some small sum : 

A blight aimuify, now ? 

A. Ha!—well? what then ? 

Y, \Why nothing,—nothing. We ’v^j forgot the 
secret. 

A. T heard a noise. 

Y, ’Twas but the wind.—Now, listen. 
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—Some years ago, before I went abroad— 

'Twjis on a winter’s night:—the stetrm that had vexed 
The evening, now was hushed : The ground, late erWp 
Witl» frost, gn*w soft; and footsteps made no noise. 
'Twas dark, pitch dark ; and not a sound was Iteard ; 
Save wlieii sojnc murderer, struggling with his dreams, 
Babbled of blood, or some child-robbt;r gi*oaiie<l— 

A, S’Death, what’s all this? Go to }our tale at 
once. 

Y. Ibitu'ncc ! On stieh a night, 1 lay awake, 
Amidst the silence : Midnighi^iuight be past; 

Wlicn 5'ou*and your late wife— 

A. Your mother : well I 

Y. Crept nearer to the ashes, then nigh dead ; 

A nd, after words more stormy than tlie \viml, 

Fell talking of old times. You—(l<K»k at me !) 

You spoke together, loosely, of some deed, 

Done yeai*s before ; of some rich man’s desire 
To jump into his elder brother’s seat. 

And lose some—reptile biat tliat troubh'd him. 

And then you whiskered, (whilst your wile p<*erc<i 
round, 

Shaking like Horror), ‘ Safe, ’gainst all the world ’! 
You swore (1 hear your hoarse words now) you luul 
trod 

The earth on ‘the body*, and made all tilings sure. 
Then followed a strange fact (I had well nigh laughed 
Kiglit through the crevice, where 1 watched, unknown); 
’Twas of a child, stolen from Ids homi ;*brougIit up 
In workhouse poverty ; and taken,^at last, 

Into your hous^o. Ha, ha !—I hurried back 
Into my bed, and there lauglied out fill: 

Tlie tale was so like my own. 

A. Stay here, a moment. 

Y. No, by my soul; not I. Yoif shall not pass. 
Look ’ I have pistols in my belt. You know 
1 am not ^ man to tride. 

A. Woftld you kill 
Your father ? 

Y. Ha, ha, ha! Am T a fool! 
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Did you not say ‘ tlie cliild ’ wore on its throat 
A mark 1 Look!—What ara 11 I am the cliild: 

And I will know my parentage. 

A. Be calm. 

Y, Dost think—had I not done a foolish thing, 
That I’d have slept so long uiion this talc 1 
Not I, by Hell. 1 wa-s compelled to .starve 
Ten years abroad, to che.at our cursed laws : 

But time has run j and they, who might have thrust me, 
A culprit, out to the burning colonics. 

Can do’t no more. Their power is dead : Dost mark! 
And now I come upon you, and will ungra\ o 
The bloody secret. I will know the worst. 

If you speak fairly, all may still go well: 

If not, I ’ll straight before some magistrate. 

And make my oatli against you. 

A. Ha, ha, ha ! 

You have been dreaming. 

Y. We will search—a field! 

And we will know whose purse now feeds your wants. 
You were not born to live on others’ toil: 

But, bred a servant,—what has raised you thus 1 
Look on me. Who am I! Do I not know 
That creatures, whom some wrong (as dainnahlc 
As mine) hath crushed in youth, though hid in rags, 
H.ave felt their spirits mount up to the rli.uds. 

And forced their way to fortune :—So will f. 

Confess ; or ^,am gone. 

A. Give me' a^'day. 

Y. I will not giye an hour. This minute's thine, 
To yield, or dare:—the next belongs to Fate. 


40 .—Comtancy in Crime. 

Sir Ph. Fellow, look on me. Dost thou think I 
A spot u^n my soul, risked fame, and hired [laid 
A well-paid ruffian to achieve this deed. 

But to draw back 1 Know better. It is done : 

And shall not be repented. Sbouldst thou daro 
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To babble but a word of what is past, 

Count on your deatli. ’Twill be a patriot deed, 

To hire a villain’s knife to kill a villain : 

There *11 be a rogue the less. Think well upon it 
Bm» You will not be so bloody I 
Sir Ph. Think upon it. 

I hn hei*e, high seated, firmly seated too. 

But if a foot be stirred, why 1 shall think 
A robber comes ;— 

Jira. And then I 

SirJPh. Then he ’ll be—slfot; 

Vnd no tihie lost T the doing. Think upon it. 


41 .—Popular Commotions. 

About this time the Trumpet talked of war. 

On wliich, 1 set niy books in decent order; 

Took leave of friends ; bequeathed a gift or two; 
And, though till then 1 had battled but with words, 

I buckled on my sword like other men, 

And plunged in action. ’Twas called ‘ civil * war. 
The Pe(q)le were abroad,—like a mighty fleet 
Wrenched from its moorings, by some sudden storm ; 
Tossed to and fi*o—past counsel,—blind and deaf 
To all tilings, save the roaring hurricaue. 


42.— Battles. 

Then all bad Passions mingled in the strife: 

Hate, with clos’d lips and cold uiialti9rcd eye, 

Defied his enemy ; Black Revenge rushed forth : 

And Envy with his bidden knife c^pie on, 

Stealing behind his prey. This way and that, 

i Scared by the trumpet or the sullen druirO 
led Beduty, mocked by Vice ; and helpless Age ; 
And timorous Youth ; whilst Mur<ler, with hot eyes, 
Spent breatli, and staggering tlirough the slippery 
streets, 

B 2 
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Pjinsod for a wliilo, and with red dripping fingers 
Wiped from his sweating brow iiis cloud of hair. 
And reckonod Ids Ijju vest ’round. 


43 .—AnJmul Lore, 

Rod. What kind of witcli was this I « 

Mor. Um—ph ! You in.ay see 

Her IJce, in some old picture. Look!—I’ thedistauce, 
Are skies of deej>est blue : Near, overhead, 

Hang clouds of cool green leaves, and tendills lieavy 
Witli bloomy grapes; Beneath, Nymphs or Bae- 
cliaiitos, 

With pulpy lij's, and glances full of heat, 

Sporting abtmt, (careless of Vtiuns hard by,) 

I'lieir rich brown burnished skins, kissed by the Sun, 
And naked in the nu'rry vintage time. 

Well,—such was she : and I—I loved h(*r, ’faith, 

As [ should, then, have loved some luscious peach,— 
Rod. How ? 

I must needs coufe'-s it, uncle Roderick: 
Her largo luxurious bosom iin<i bold eyes 
Shot fire upon my flesli and inaddcuiod me. 

Jtcju'oach me not: I was a foolislj hf»y, 

(A fool,^ and <;ast hody and soul away, 

Jn those love-scjuandering days. Now ,—I am man ; 
And have man’s ivasoti. man's inaturor taste. 

Instead of langur 1 rooms and rosc-fi'd air, 

1 front the roaring^ Boreas where he blows : 

111 place of dances, I look out for wars ; 

Converse on battles ; mark how squadrons wheel ; 
And hope to live out life in nobleness. 


44.— Wisdom, a Prohim. 

I CAME into the world as others do; 

Life quickening ui my linihs, tin* burning blood 
Racing through every vein and artery ; 
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Free, vigoron?, healthy ; tuned to passionate themes, 
And horn for pleasure. I grew u|i—a man. 

My spirit ripening as my limb^ wa.\od .stiung ; 

I read, marked, hoarded ; lieaiied up word on word, 
And thought on thought; and, when severer years 
Banished bright Hope and quelled ray April laugh. 
And hung the Future round with clouds of care. 

Men dreamed that 1 was wise. Alas ! I lost 
The fruit of wisdom,—joy. I smiled, indeed. 

As, day by day, I reckoned up my gains. 

And learned how I had toiled, as sage meu do, 
Accuifiuliiling rielies for no end :— 

But still 1 was called wise, and that sufficed. 

Now, look upon me 1 Didst thou ever sec 
0i,» Aoe, girl ? Look upon him,—face to face ! 
Observe, how white and withered is his skin : 

How bis lean limbs go tottering : how bis tongue 
Skimmers forth sadness ! From his eyes the light 
Of love and intellect is (pienelied and gone : 

,\nd every thing about him, body and mind, 

Tetls a foul tale of Time. 


45 .—Comfort in Nature. 

Aut sick ?—art sad ?—art angry with the world ? 

Do all friends fail thee ! Why, then, give thyself 
Unto the forests and the ambrosial jie^ils : 

Commerce with them, and with the eternal sky. 
[)es|iair not, fellow, lie who casis himself 
On Nature’s fair full bosom, and draws food. 

Drinks from a fountain that is nevoa dry. 

The Foot haunts there : Youth that ne’er ijrowa old 
Dwells with her and her flowers ; and Beauty sleeps 
111 her most^ggeen recesses, to be found 
By all who seek her truly. 
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46 .—Mute Confmim, 

Dost thou deny it ? I have seen tlice look 
Into the sunny region of his hair ; 

And gaze upon his brow Oh, shut tliy lips ! 

I want no words : thou dost confess it now. 

There,—on thy painted cheeks and glittering eyes, 
The story *a writ :»Be silent; all is well. 


47 .—A Lily, 

A. SiiB is not fresh in colour, like the rose ; 

Nor bright like morning. On her cheek tlierc lies 
Such paleness as becomes the nmideu moon, 

When clouds are tlu*eatening, and the angry storm 
Mutters of death to come. 

B. She is not dead I 

A . Death could not kill her: he hut kissed her cheek, 
And made’t a little paler. So, she lives, 

And fades,•oand fades ; and in tim end (as day 
Dies into evening,) she ’ll some summer night 
Shrink and be seen no mui*e. 


48 .—Unhispind M'U^ic. 

Tiikue should he inspiration still in Art; 

Kaising the artik*.; toil, and sweetening it. 

These ponderous labours yield me no delight. 

I am not IcariiM in music ; yet I know 

That the Art whoj5e skill must mean to move the soul, 

And echo Nature, should be true to it.* 

Now Nature’s voice is not like this vast strain, 
Monotonously grand: Some sounds there are 
dignity below the thunder; some 
Tender as Love ; some gay as bridal thoughts; 

*Sorae stern as jiu^tice \ others, moi^e serene. 

Which (mute by day) awake when Evening wakes, 
And soothe the setting sun with harmony. 



DRAMATIC FRAG^JENTS. 


247 


\^.’-Fclloii'islup, 

A . Now, follow ? 

B. Follow rac not. 

A, How now, good friend I 

Are we not fellows ! Do not moi’n and eve 
Di'ing the same hunger to our scanty boards t 
Come not warm Summer, bleak D(.'ccinber’s cold, 
Darkness and dreaming sleep, to both,>>-alike I 
Jn what stmngo ti^nsit of th^ labouring moon 
Wastrth(;u sent forth, that thou shouldst soar beyond 
The regular flight of men X —Give me thy hand. 


50 .—llie Rise of a Favourite, 

Ten years ago. I knew this favourite ; 

And we were friends : such friends as young men are, 
Who *re bound together by some wild pursuit. 

But we fell off at last, when^ I grew grave, 

And turned to study : be, being then, indeed. 
Ambitious, but not winged with soaring thoughts, 
Clung to some genius rising. He became 
A Courtier; laid in wait for prince’s smiles ; 

Talked soft to noble dames ; flattered rich men ; 

And so, by dint of such poor palace tricks, 
Surmounted his low hirthnght, auU last 
Sprang on the back of Fortune. » > 

... I, too, rose; 

And fell, alas ! Yet, wherefore tAouId I grieve I 
What difference is there ’twixt the now and then 1 
The sun sliines on me as ’twas woiA to do ; 

My strength the same, my appetite ; my body 
Throws down as large a shadow. *l8 my voice shriller ! 
My eye less quick 1 or any natural power 
More d/ill than whqp I stood second to nqne, 

Except an ungrateful master I 
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51.— Fate of the Daring, 

Famk and an oarly death: that is tlie doom 

Of all who greatly <hu‘e. I do not speak 

Of men who have witli cautious footsteps trod 

Tlic way to the heights of power; hut such aspiuugod 

At once into renown, and gave their blood 

For reverence fi'om unborn posterity. 

52 — A Putho'*8 Anger, 

Hear inc,*—Oods ! 

You, wlio give fathers^ curses, give me now 
A curse that has no mercy,—.stunning, vast, 

And def'per than despair ! Now let me crush 
The heart out of a base ungrateful child ! 

(> tiod, 0 God ! 1 was so fond of her ! 

She was my only one. The world was else 
A blank,—a Uell! dark, barren, hopeless, pitiloGS ! 
And now—slic’s gone ! 

Come liithep. Yon are l)ereft 
(You say) of fortune — health—life’s light—mens 
praise, 

And swear you have endure<l some miglit’ loss ? 

1 laugh at you. Turn licre, and look «)n ine, 

I had—a world ; and J luive lost it all ! 

All,—not an atom left,—or slired of ]oy, 

No Iiope—no it^ig^iation,—only death ! 

s 

63.—(roo(Z never ceases. 

A. I CANNOT bring him back for He is dead. 

I cannot re-ilinminate his clay : 

The Spirit, which ortce shone through it like Hainc, 
rAnd soared up to the brain and said. Be wise, 

Is flown befbnd tlie stars ! With him de]«irted 
^he beauty of the world—truth,—genius,—all 
That lent this orb its lustre. 
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S. You aro ,voun;(; 

And years will briug you c;»lm. Aieaiituno, take com¬ 
fort. 

Tliink not that all of good liJis pa.sscMl away ; 

There is no hour hut liath its uohle deed ; 

Each minute i.s rich in worth,—heroic thoughts, 

Iligli, gentle, generous acts :—All that Time lacks 
Is—^an hibturiau ! 


^ 54 .—The Limit d/ a Jlcro. 

Nothing may now be done. Our fellows, luu’e, 
Slumber in ignorant night. One man, albeit 
lie should rise star-like and so set, can shew 
Only the course of liis own iununous orb. 

Some imjml.se he may lend, indeed ; yet he 
Is master hut of his sole destiny. 

To bear a pC(H)le sunwariks, there must be 
Time and just laws, (Commerce and useful arts, 
(Civilization Ixdng expressed in these); 

For from such sources gentle maimers flow ; 

And leisure, wherein Tliought ilotli dwell and thrive, 
A Spirit e»f many names,—as Science, Art, 

And Meditation, wliicii doth lead to truth. 


r)5 .—A Pi'0}>hct. ^ { 

3fa7i. The melancholy propliet—ihero he sits ; 
Park-eyed,deep.browedjdeep-tlioiiglited; tramjuil, tor, 
As though his terrible oracles did not,sound 
Pamnation to the land, and overturn. 

I hear his voice ; 

Like Diu’kiiess murmuring forth hci' eastern song,— 
Ruin to wealth, and punLshment to pride. 

Its awful burthen. Twenty years ag.», 

1 knew tins man. I did not tiiink he held 
So lai'go a mind, nor such grave earnest soul. 

(I do repent in ashes). He was then 
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Simply ft scholar ; and (as I fancy) felt 
The place he trod on was too low for him ; 

Or else, he scorned the sordid crowds he met; 

Or had ambition ; or desired to hi-eathe 
His Soul upon the world, and brighten it. 

Whate’er he was ; he is a m.m to lead 
The true and nobler Spirits in his train ; 

Amongst the rest—myself; a humble man 
Who, as yet, have but the wish to serve for truth. 

56 .—A peptic in Happiness.,, 

A . Look on her. Is she not most beautiful ? 

Must happy, too ? for rank, and youth, and health. 
Are hers ; and suppliant Fortune waits to ask 
Where lies her choice. Can you foresee what Earth 
Has more to yield ! 

£. Methinks a ‘ more’ might be. 

A, I know not what. Look, how the sunny smiles. 
Like golden meshes, wind about her brow ! 

How airily, yet with what state, she walks 1 
Your eyes are dim to-day. 

S. I see, I see. 

The rose grows on her cheek ;—is there no thorn ? 


hi.—False Worship. 

Y. With what respect 
Von burgher^biAvs to you. 

A. He is a fool: 

He oaeks unto my purse, which will not open ; 
i'assing yon by^ whom radiant youth and love. 
And hope and health, (the kingly wine of life,) 
And earnest thoughts of noble deeds to come, 
Sustain and strengthen. Yet, be nut too proud: 
For dreams are fading. As you sit beside 
The strethn that flows into oblivion, 

Gathering the gulden pebbles from its banks, 
Summer wil' pass, and Autumn, moaning low, 
f And you will hear them not;) and suddenly 
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Down like a curse Dcccmbei-’s frost will fall, 

Anil strip your strength away, and shrivel you u)). 
Until you grow the weakly thing that I am. 

1 cheat men of respect. What have I 2—Gold 1 
The God of pauper spirits : nought beside. 

Give me your pity : but respect yourself ; 

And strive to earn what ought to force respeet. 


58 .—The Test of Love, 

Loves sijie 2 She loves not: sh? hath never loved. 

Her walk is easy ; her discourse is neat: 

She sigheth not; her .smile has mirth in it: 

Her gaze is firm, untroubled, cloudless, cold : 

No fear makes pale her eheek : No hopeless pain 
Lies there ; nor hope, half-hidden : No sweet trouble 
Stains it with beauty like the rose’s ieaf;— 

But all is free as air, as fresh as youth. 

As clear fTOra care as untouched innocence. 


59_ A Truism. 

See,— Morning, in the East, unbinds her hair, 
Loosening its lustre on the dewy ground. 

And springs upon her blue aerial way ! 

Thus we spring lightly onward ; but, when Night 
Flows in upon the oeean of the sky,— 

Or when, in sullen mood, Orion turn^ / 

His starry shoulder from the lowering world. 

We seem to obey the Spirit of the 'ttme. 
Forsaking our own God-given strength, and bend 
The slaves o’ the season. • 


60.—Silence. * 

You err : lam resigned. I yield due praisj 
Unto your bellowing orator. And yet— 

How grand is Silence 1 In her tranquil deeps 
What mighty things are born!—Thought,Beauty,Faith, 
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All Good bright Thought, which springcth forth, at 
once, 

Like muMoii sunrise ; Faith, tlie aiigel-eycd, 

Who takes her rest beside the heart of man, 

Serene and still; eternal Beauty, crowiu'd 
With flowers, that with th<‘ clianging scusjuis change; 
And Good of all kinds. Whilst tlio babbling verse 
Of the vain poet frets its roslloss way. 

In stately strength the Sagers mind flows on. 

Making no noise :—and so, when clainoiNuis crowds 
Rush forth, — or tedfous wits ’waken the senate- 
house,— 

Or some fierce actor stamps upon his stage,— 

With what a gentle foot dotli silent Time 
Steal on his everlasting journey ! 


61.— A CoTiqueror^s Account of IJimscff. 

Nap. TnEgoodofFranceandminearemixed, lam 
Tlie leaf of laurel on her tree—no more : 

One of her sons. I stand, iiuleed, the First, 

Because Necessity will have a man 
To front the aspect of alarming times. 

Still ara I one o’ the people. 1 claim not 
Aline stretched backwards bevoud Nimrod’s reign ; 
Nor cal! on Oesar, or Semirsnuis, 

To answer a weak or daring son. 

1 am—-myself; the first,—perhaps the last 
Of all my race wly> won or wore a crown. 

Yet have I ambition still; for 1 would feci 
My soUlici*s’ tears raining upon my grave ; 

And have, on lasting bniss, my nobler deeds 
Thus written ;—‘‘ Jferc lies Napoleon. Emperor ; 

Who rose hy coarhrjc, awl (fie people'.^ will, 

Up to a throne:—He won ahnndred battles,— 

At Arcoli. at Rivoli, at MarewjOy 
At Amtciiitz, at Jena^ and hy the snows>^ 

Of Ahscow, and the l/yhian p-ip-amUh: 

He cat (like Hannibal) the white A (ps throuyh: 
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Learning he raised; huilt 'puhlk toads and fo 
tains; 

And made one ecfual Law for all the laiuV* 


62 .—Parish Law^girers. 

Jul. I MUST dissent from this. Nothinj^ so bi'd 
As these close paltry parish governnKMits ; 
Wherein some hutclier Ciesar yules tlu' realm,— 
Or piihUcanywith quart in hand, gives law,— 

Or tail(»r, talking hy the yard, dehnh'S 
His Stitching ami !)eer-vanqui.s]iM auditors, 

Lo<ik on their dads! They do abhor the rich ; 
And scorn the jxau*: between whicdi two, they ride 
Triumjdiaiit in tlieir puny oligarchy. 

Jf we must bend to tyninny, let it be grand ! 

1 spit upori a slave who serves a slave. 

]h‘sides,— In these times, no One man can keep 
The des])ot’s summit; save in barbarous reaiius. 
Our danger is ^ confederacy ’: Hands of ricl>, 

Or bands of poor, xvlut join tbeir wits for ill, 

And tyi’aimi/.c above the good and meek. 


6 .'h —Kindness is Power. 

A CONQUKUOH is Kindness ; far beyoiTd 
The armed Victor, who dotli thuinlejing preach 
Civilization with tlio cannon’s tongue, 

Woe-bought deliglits, and bloody henc^ts. 

A gentle word Ijogets a gentle thought; 

Drawing tin; sting from malice. Better tlius, 
Than bruise with hate the ignorant Serptmt’s head 
Wiio kuoweth noilung till you teach it him. 
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64.— Soldici^s Ijove. 

Cousin, 1 wear 

This bluntness as a shield. But, when you come; 
Straightway I strij) my bull-hide armour olf, 

And bare iny heart before you. Should you kill me. 
Why so ; 1 'll die more loyally than the fool 
Who whispers of love tlirough tears. I never weep 
Sometimes 1 shake, indeed, as oahs rent down 
Sliake in the blast; but not a groan comes fovth, 

To tell what pain dwells inwards. Pity me ! 

L<»ve me, sweet cousin I If thou’lt lend me a grain 
Of that same precious heart, f ’ll pay thee back 
With tons of trouble. 


65 .—A PoeVs Reply, 

Jeer me no more. What would you have.^ Speak out] 
You bid me ‘ Dare I’ Well, then, I dare / What move ? 
You bid me fear: Yon dread lest other men 
‘ Shall write tlieir fame in lightning ; shall stand foi*th, 
Laurelled with gloi*y, whilst I lie i’ tlie dark.' 
in God’s name, is there not wide room for alt 1 
I envy no man ; and no man 1 fear. 

Let them go on. Some day, 1 HI burst, abroad j 
And take a ff’gi’*, as the wild eagles do. 

When from the summit of some giddiest crag 
riiey plunge into Jie immeasurable air, 

And dare all things, and never turn aside, 

Nor shrink, nof stop, nor close their orbs, until 
They rest upon tlie chariot of the Sun 1 


END Of PART THE riBST. 
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PART THE SECOND. 


66 .~ii Murdei'a' rep'oachcs kU Finphyei';—the RctoH, 

Sir Philip, You come o’ the sudden 1 
Brand. Ay, Sir,—unannounced, 

As doth the wind, or raging watei's, when 
Tiiey hui'st their bonds, and on the hearths of men 
Rush down with cries of ruin ! 

Sir Philip. You are learned : 

What is’t you want I 
Brami. Sir, the philosopher’s stone,. 

Justice; long sought,ne’er found. 1 ’ve kept sad watch. 
In hopes your pity would dissolve at last, 

And flow upon us : Ilut your heart is steel, 

(HjU'd, cold, thrice-tempered iu an orphan’s tears,) 
And will not melt, nor bend. 

Sir Philip, Where doth this lead t # # 

Bmiul. I’ll tell you, so you’ve patience—Let us 
turn 

Our thoughts back thro* the crimes of thirty years. 
And we shall see each other as we were ; 

Both young, and one imprudent. I—(let loose 
By manhood from the bondage of m;j youth,) 

Plunged into riot: You, more wise, lent out 
Your wisdom to great men, who ])aid you ba^jk 
(Witli oomething better than the courtier’s coin) 

With place an^roht; on which helps, you rose 
To greatness. TheUy-^a sudden tempest wrecked 
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The vessel whei’e your fortunes lay einhayed 
And hurled you down to your ancient poveiiy. 

—Tired of the toil of ris'ii;;, and lonj; used 
To silken pleasures, you couhl not put on 
Your youthful habits ; but, with di.scont<‘nt 
(The villain’s swtu’d) walked tlioujfhthil up and down, 
Seeking some wretch still needier than yc.nrself, 

And came on— wcl I was- (’twas my black hour !) 
So closely Knit to every basest gri<d', 

So famish’d, and in sneh frightful bignary, 

That I have (luarrolled with tlie liousel« ss cur 
For scraps the stoniHch sickens at. '^’ou’^saw'this ; 
And (thr>ugh you had before refused iny wants) 
Proffered—I know not what; ’twas wealtli—’twas 
life ; 

(For from my bones the lean and traitorous flcs:h 
llad fled, and left a despcu'ato skeleton ;) 

And rea<ly was 1 to do aught ’gainst earth, 

Nay, ’gainst high Ucaveii,—if 'twere but for a meal ! 
But, what’s all this \ You know’t, as well as 1. 

You had a dying brother,— he a son, 

Wl»os<! life eclipsed ami hitl yf»u from the ligiu :— 
'Twas but a little blood, and all was over 1 
ifou tempted, and—I fell. 

Sir PkiUp, Why, you w’ero Ihoi 
A murderer, ready made. What cant is this I 
Werey»m notYour bones well anned witli llesh? 
That flesh ay>arelled like a gentleman ? 
l>«)g that yoif al^, why,—wlien all's fairly done, 

The bargain consummate, the coin paid down, 

And you still fattening at my y(“arly cost,— 

Why do you come, and witli your diseased tongue, 
Howl at bright Foi*tnue ? Will you starve again I 
Shrink into hone ? Swear yourselt out aloud 
The butcher of a child I Wilt hang ? Wilt kneel,— 
And let the scofling crowd s]>it scoi*n upon thee ? 

What W’t you ask 1 What end do you pr<»nose,— 
That thus with instdent, useless, basem'inorse, 

You beard me iu my house, and bid ure shake 
Your vulgar hand in bloody fellowship ? 
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67. —A Mart without Repentance. 

I DO not gvieve that T am bore alone ; 

Nor grieve I for wbat’s done. Coiibl I now will 
That Time might tread his weary footsteps hack, 

And earth grow bright again, I would not hav’t. 
What use ? Wluit end? My soul again would welcome 
Her terrible choice : Again would I, uinlismayed, 
Wed my dark fortune—live ghastly dreams ; 

Rjjther tlui^ hear the weight of beggary, 

The curse of hnng< r.—foil, contempt, and shame, 

And die, at last,—a felon, or a slave. 


68 .—A Jevfs use for Riches. 

Jew. My Lord, 1 live here in perpetual fear ; 

My only friend being gold. Five times already 
I Ve bought this wintered body from the Hames ; 

As oft repeals from exile. Scorn I endure, 

And hatred bear, from all. Were I but poor, 

1 should be trod on like the common dust, 

(lild)eted, tortured ;—f must keep my gold ! 

It is my arms,—my shield. The Christian wolves 
Would worry me, did 1 not cast them down 
'riie yellow bait, which bids them sa} “ Dog,—Jew ! 

“ Live, till we come to-morrow !’* « * 

Rod. You could lend 

Count Gomez on his bond—how m?fch I know not— 
lint twenty times the weight I ask of thee. 

Jew. He's an-Inquisitor, (dotIi*no one imar 1) 

Hath power;—can help me, crush me. When they 
drag me, • 

lllindfold and shaking, through the horrid dark, 

’Tis sweet, as I go down the dungeon steps, $ 

And thro^Hhe long cold silent vaulted places, 

To think I hafe a friend who judge to-night, 

Whom gold has bought, and gold can ever buy. 
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So, when I’m questioned, I reply witli teal's, 

And humble prayers, and swear 1 Ve made a vow, 
To j^ivc in Christum alms a thousand ducats, 

And straight—my cords arc loosened ! 


69.— Consolatl<»h m Poverty, 

Arm. Why do we murmur I Arc we poor ? What’s 
that { 

’Tis hut to lireatlie the<air of Imlustry ; 

T«> use sweet exercise from mom till evc,-i,- 
Earn health, content, rude strenj^th, and appetite ; 
And, when Night draws her curtains round us, sleep 
Through all tlie unhroken silence. 

Man. Tliou ’rt a sweet comforter. ’Tis not so bad, 
Methinks, to toil hefore the eye of day. 

Ai'in, If there be angels watching—— 

Miui. They shall see 
1 will dig lustily. 

A m They shall see, too, 

We ’ll not repine, because we have no longer 
A little leisure that we lost in dreams ! 


70.—57tc same siihjcet. 

Man. If had never known each other, sweet, 
Wc both migutdiave been happy. 

Arm, Think not tlius. 

It was the unerring sense of happiness 
That led us gently to each other’s arms ; 

A prophecy more sure than hope can be ; 

And we obeyed it. 

Man. Tliereforc are we here, 

^tirving, half*dead,—despairing \ 

Arm. ‘tioving, too 
Thou must not forget that. 

Man. 0 sweet, swc‘ t woman ’ 

2^evpv! The subtle world will jind its road 
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Into the deeps o' the heart. It is a worm. 
Winding its way tlirongh every ol^stacle,— 
Grief, joy, dark fortuiu*,—till itlinds the core, 
And there—ill luck !—it preys. 


71 .—TItc E^mltation of cm IJcIr. 

Jac. He sleeps upon his marble pillow, now, 
Pale as a peasant. 

Ghil. Oh, a million times 
I give thee joy. * 

Jac. Ay, uiulio, 1 am heir 
To lordships, jnaiisioiis, forests, parks, and gems. 
He had three mighty manors in Castile; 

Two broad estates in Leon; two .amidst 
The mulberry trees of Murcia, and huge cliests 
Crammed full of ing«»ts, «lug by naked slaves 
Who famished on coarse bread. lh‘sid(‘s all tbese, 
'Jdiere blooui plantations in the Ea^t, w iiosc fruits 
Are pearls, and spice, and princM'I} diamonds ; 

And ill Brazil i'actolus Hoods, ne'er dumb, 

Whose waves all talk iii gold ! 


72.— Love. 

A. The tide of love sets from me ! 

B. Pshaw ! 'tmay turn. ^ 

Love's not a petty stream, runs all oi:i5 vray ; 

But like the Ocean,—deep, and vast, and swayed 
By Phantasy, its moon ! This hom‘*it rolls 
Inward upon a rough and barren beach ; 
To-morrow far away. Dost thou despair 

'Twill ever roach thee 1 Oh, thci*o’s none so base 
But bavo their worshippers. Dost thou not know 
The corse which one unmaiinerM wave rejects, 
The next will ravish. Thou mayst sec it borae 
Far out fr»m sight of land, and there 'twill i*ide 
Triumjihant ou the shoulders of the main ; 

All winds and billows making music for’t. 

As tlvmgh 'twere the Jove of water*! ^ 2 
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73. — Rtveivjc. 

My llovciigo 

Was l)oni in laughter, (as our highest delights 
Oft hliish atfii*st tlir<*ugli teal’s) ;—but ’twill endure,— 
liike oaks wliieh, born iu Maj’, scorn slight aii<l weak, 
Hut having a score of winters on tlieir heads, 

Grow strong and rugged,—so doth my Uevenge ! 
Nought shall impoverish it. The bounteous years 
Shall lend their seasonA'aiid apparel it, 

And, lo.st its roots shoul<l e’er be loos’d b^ pity. 

We’ll water it well, with—blood ! 


74. —A Rlnsh, 

Look, look ! The summer rises in her checks. 

A hliish, as liot as June, comes flooding o’er 
Her too proud paleness. Burtiing modesty 
Warms all her brow, and Beauty, ([uite abashed, 
Droops her twin stai’s to ejirthward. 


75. —A Butt. 

A. Yon fellow is a fool, sir : lie indeed , 

Doth not piM fess so much ; but 'tls Ins trade,— 

His calling, to Oe the butt of ()ther men. 

He thrives by’t. Youinay kick him :—but,to-morrow, 
Be sure he ’ll borrow money ! If you cast 
A jibe upon him that would shame a dog, 

He ’ll ask wliat time you dine. A laugh to him 
Is worth a suj)per ; and a blow—’tis wealth ! 

To look at these'tliings phiiosophically- 

£. At jircsent wei'c misplaced;—Dost mean so 
inueh ? 

A. Pardon me, sir. The air of folly best 
Doth nourish in the cynic keenest thoughts : 

Dwells he ’midst men of sense his spirit dies, 

Having no fo()d for his fierce scorn to live on. 
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of Conrtkrs. 

A . Didst ever see sjich a buiidlo <»f base woods ? 

B. Dost think there’s <me of all this useless tribe 
la worth a real 1 

A . Not one ; ami yet tlie varlets 
Demand a lawyer’s fee in brave pistoles, 

Krc they will servo you. Look on him who bows ! 
Satin-faeed villain !—for his Injlp ho a^ks 
A donblo baibi', with twice as soft a tongue 
As he who talks plain Spanish. 

B. Who is that ? 

A, That fn>thy thing 1—ablank,sir: but the next,— 
Whose acid visage wrinkles into fi'owiis, 

(fains favour of the Duke (who <lrea<ls his jibes) 

Uy slandering all who ’re lionest. 11<‘ peril.jps 
May do us some sour service. J^o iK»t dn'um 
lie not a knave heeause lie frowns on yon; 

For that’s his fashion, lie will pui^e a bribe 
As readily as he who’s batlied in .smiles. 

They’re villains both, — born, bred; even-paced 
rogues ; 

The difference lies in the manner; nothing more. 


77.— Accoimt of a Boaster^ 

B. Sir, he’s a fellow 
To take the devil by the sini.stcr liolMi, 

And twirl him like a top. Some years ago, 
lie needs must lly tliis honest wholosdme country, 

To sniff bad air in France. ’Twas th(*ro (he swore’t!) 
He slew a regiment; and—with hi««*eyes— 

Murdered a world of women ! Thence he wont 
To Romo ; and for some tlireepence <lid pro^o.se 
To drink bp brimming 1’«ber till 'twas dry. 

A. And did he do’t ? 

B. K’gad, sir, 1 can’t toll you : 

But I lean much to doubt: for, spite o* the bet,— 
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I've heard that still the river’s bed runs nunst, 
And Rome does not lack water. 


78 .—A Bridal Couple, 

Knit up thy spirit! Men should go faced in brass, 

III these high unabashed bridal times. 

Observe thou when the virgin wife dawns forth, 

Like blushing morning ;—Ha! look where she comes, 
In sweetness like the hawthorn bu<ls unblown ; 

While the proud bridegroom, like the month of May, 
Steps on 'midst flowers. 


79 .—A Mature Taste, 

Jac. It is not every man prefers an apple ; 

B’or some like best the crab. 'Tis tlius with thee. 

Rod. Well, well! I own, I do not cai’e for women 
Whose kiss is like a peach. Give me a touch 
O’ the aiiatei ‘0 flavour. Too much sweet will spoil 
The daintiest dish. That tast(i is immature, 

And young, wliich feeds, like flics, on ti'cacle, cousin ; 
Salt, spice, hot flavours, suit the learned tongue ; 

And such a one is mine. 


8(!P —The Schoolmastd' ah'oad. 

Caraf. 1 am the bard- 

Man. Peace, peace ! I know you well. 

1 ’vo heard your verses, by the hour, sir, twanged 
To rascal viola, through rogues* noses,—pah ! 

Just at my hour of sleep. I *1! have thee hanged 
For scurvy rliymee. Thou 'st spread a plague so foul, 
L So foolish, that our women learn to spell; 

Nay, kiugo decipher ; and our lords are mad 
Until they can write nonsense. Till tliou cani’st, 

We were all pure in happy ignorance,— 

Content, — with love, sport, wine ; and thought of 
Save wliat should be lor dinner. [not/tinf/^ 
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fi].^N‘ofhiny 'perfect. 

Scorn not our verse, because it iniglit soar 
What’s perfect on poor earth t Is not tlie bird 
At wliosc swi'ot 8on«» the forests aehc uitli love, 
Sliorn of all beauty i Is the bittern’s cry 
As merry as the lark's * the lark’s as soft 
As the lost cnckoo’s ? Nay, the Hoii hatli 
His fault ? and the elephant* ( tho’ fta;j;e as wisdom,) 
May grieve he lacks the velvet of tlie pard. 


82.— itemonsirance, 

Tiir Heavens themselves, 

Which throw their sliailows on the floor o* the earth. 
Show, in their nature, blackness : Storms and rains 
Chequer the glory of their brightest liours. 

H(iwthcn canst thou, who walK’st ’neath changeful skies, 
EVr hope for cb)U(llcss fortune ? 


83 .—The Intellect strcmjlhcm;!. hy Siiuly. 

A. If I do tliis what further can I do ? 

H, Why, more than ever. Every task thou dost 
Brings strengtli and capability to act. 

Ho wljo dotli climb tlie diflicnlt mount jin’s top, 

Will the next day outstrip an idler man. 

Dip thy young hrain in wise meu’^s d<‘op disconr.se,— 
In hooks, which tlumgh tlicy fr(‘ zo thy wit awlnle, 
Will knit thee, i’tlie end, with wi.sd-pu. 


81 .—Ihsfe hi Vice. 

He is too hard for such sweet jdeasures, sA. 
None ever relish (even tlie raciest) \ice, 

’Less they’ve a little virtue. Tis the sense 
OixvroTKj that sends the tingling Idond abroad. 
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They who do ill, yet feel no preference for ^t, 

Do it in base and tasteless i^jnoranee. 

Sin should be seen to blush through Virtue's cheeks, 
Mingling the ruse and lily. 


85.—J. Jxick Man» 

Kick ? ask’st thou if he's rich ? Observe me, sir ! 
llis money-bags are toipid, —tiiey ’re so full! 
Crannued, glutton-IIke, with lumps of spendthrift gold, 
They swell their sides aifd sleep ! 


80.— SiJihuss (ivoah'd hy the Wealthy. 

A . ** What will I wear ” when I do visit the Duke ? 
Why, hlack,—the colour of iny fortuiie.s,—black. 

B. Tush I thou shouldst go all gay and bride- 

gi'oom-likc ; 

Smiling in gt)id. 

C. The lady, sir, speaks well. 

Men of a pampered lot cave not to look 

On aught that's mournful. They recinl from woe, 

As sickly natures from the sight of pain. 

They want the )ie;ilthy sinewy .sp rit, tiiat makes 
Endurance pleasant like to exercise. 


■ .—Loss of Strength.. 

When I was young, I was as hot as wratli, 

Swift, like the wind, and thoughtless. My hair fell 
In coal-black curU upon iny brawny neck, 

And sunsiiinc filled my eyes. My voice was clear ; 
But stern as 8torm« arc, when they scare the sea ! 
Now—now —look on mo ! Coaldst thou think despair 
Could so di form, and with remorseless sliowci's 
Wash all my strength away ? I, who could o.ice 
Strike dead the hydra,—split the oak,—now cannot 
Outwrestle the summer urchin in his play! 
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88 .— Questions to one restorut from Death. 

Sit down beiside nio,—thou, who hast loft so lately 
'J’he calm dark i’ej,dons, for this fretful world,— 

Come back to sorrow, like the uiithinkinf' bird 
Who seeks once more its caj^e ! Sit down beside me ; 
And tell me what dim dreams have fallen on ilice, 

And what blank .aspects and unbodied tliin'rs 
Thou met’st, in thy pale mare^i ! Didst thou not see 
The—Dead^ Mctlnnks, I Siiw tlicm, once I Some 
were tlicre 

Hy their own scj’pent passions stun" to death ; 

Some whom too little love, or too much c.are, 

Made white as winter ; pining skeletons, 

Wlioni hunger turned to sto<»e ; load parents,— oIj ! 
Who watched, tor aye, some little corse—in vain ; 

A ghastly hrotlierhood, who hung together, 

Knit firm by misery or some common wrong I 


89 .—The (o'urc. 

’Tis fenced all rouiul with fears like triple brass 
Koeks of despair staml round it : Seas of woe 
Shut out that region from the sunn||world ; 
And diabolic Ghosts, (whose care it is, 

And penalty, to kceji that silent laml^ # 
Untroubled until Doom,) like gliastly giants, 
Stand armed beside rebidlious bon«is, and seure 
Tile restless buck to slumber. 


90,— KitemUdge. ^ 

A. W HAT’s knowledge ? 

Ji. Sorrow,—sorrow : little else. * 

All the blsiek units wliich make up the amount 
Of liuman life, (sad sum of deeds and thoughts !) 
Together joined, form knowledge. The great rnark^ 
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Which guide us onwards tiu’o* tempestuous st'as, 
Are beacons, currents, rocks. TIu* sunny plai-ea 
Teach nothing, save that now and then \\<* sink, 
By trusting what looks fair. Tlie gibbet there 
Blurts out a lesson ; and tlie clamorous ])last, 
'J'hat sliakes you rattling feloix in his chains, 
Screams fortli a dismal moral. 


91.— A Poor Man. 

t 

Had I boon born a stone, I might have h <‘!i 
Free from that curse—a heart: hut 1 bear in me 
A throbbing devil, who will never sice]). 

T am possessed ! Care, Care,—the cruel pain 
Which children bring upon the parcuits’ soul, 

Kats into mine, corrodes, and cankers it. 

You laugh—‘ I (h oiol staiTc ’—not yet, not yet: 

But wait to-niorrow I Famine will he here. 

Ill the mean time, we’ve still grim Care, (whose tooth 
la like the tiger’s,—sharp,) lest ilreama should fall 
And shadow us with sweet foi'getfuluess. 


92 .—A coiistant Sohlie7\ 

Armstifl he loves 

Tlie lion-tressed Bcllona, like a bride ; 

Woos her wit i Mows ; and when his limbs all sweat 
With struggling through the iron i*anks of war, 
Down dotli lie tunable on the tired giouiid, 

Wipes his red forehead ; cries ‘ How bnive is this !* 
And dreams all'night of bloody victory ! 


93 .—Hie Heathen Miles. 

Their Gbds ! What wo'e their Gods 1 
There’s Mars,—all bloody-haired ; and Ilei'bules, 
Whose soul was in his sinews ; Pluto, blacker 
'^au his own hell; Vulcan, who shook his horns 
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At every limp ho took I Great Bacchus rode 
Upon a bari’cl; and in a cockle-shell 
Neptune kept state. Then, Mercury—wsis a thief; 
«Tuno—a shrew ; Pallas a prude, at best; 

And Venus walked the clouds in search of lovers I 
Only great Jove, the lord and thiindei*er, 

Safe in the circle of his starry power, 

And frowned ‘ 1 will ! ’ to all. 


^ 91 .—Mifjht ahi RUjht 

The lawful Hight ? The Mawful!' \Vl)at is 
tliat ? 

But 1 will tell thee. Might is Kight; and when 
'Tis writt(‘n in red letters, ‘ This is law ! ’ 

Then might is law, and law is wise ami right. 

Who doubts ? We '11 hang him by the statute,-— 
strait ! 

S’deatli, there’s no use in strength of limbs or brain, 

If they help not who owns them. When you catch 
A trout, who has tlie right, and who the law 1 
Why, yon, —who are the strong. If he could rise, 

And shake his tail against your lawful right, 
lie’d say—“ All this is 'gainst our marine laws ! 

“ You rascals on dry land invade our realms, 

“ By wrong, and by no law. You send abroad 
No proclamations ; prove no injuries J 
“ Quote no good reasons; no spccilic^code ; 

“ But strait, wlicn you desii'e some trout to eat, 

You pounce upon us with your li6!J-barb’d hooks, 

“ And treat us wurse than were wc Africans. 

“We '11 not endure't! ” 

Count. Ha, ha, ha! • 

Mod. Higlit, Count! Right! • 

You give til'old answer—(‘ Might is Right’)—laugh» 
loud * 

At their tcnionstranee, and have, sans remorse, 

The speaker grill’d for supper. 
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95.— Unloiis danfjd'ous. 

P, His wit is (iullor tlmn a priest^s discouree; 

And she seems coldly honest. 

Gin. True ! what tlicn X 
What sccmeth nitre near the cannon’s month ? 

Cold, cold. What the chaiT’d wood X Why, dull as 
death. 

Yet,—married to each other, they will flame 
Damnation through a land, and make it Hell. 


90 .—Death stationary. 

Should we look on him now, he would he young : 
Paler than stone, pcrliaps,—hut young as when 
No twice two Imndred yeai*s had winU'red him. 
Life ’tis alone grows old : Immortal Death 
Takes no stop near<*r to the goal of Time : 
t)iie cold brief tread, a sigh, and then to sleep 
Magic ne’er moves him further. 


97.—A Djrer*s Lihcnm. 

Her walk is like the wind ; her smile more sweet 
Thau suiKsliine. wIumi it gikls the huds of May. 

Hare words sir. h,as, and merry, like the lark ; 

And songs,—which were too sweet, h;it t!»at sometimes 
They droop and sadden like the pining ; ute ; 

And then her eyes, (soft planets,) lose tlndr light 
In bashful rain, e’er wliich lier cloudy hair 
Hangs, like the night, protecting. 


98.—A»iot/t€r. 

The blessings of the skies all wait ahtmt her ; 
Health, Grace, iiiimitahle Beauty, wreatlnM 
RQund every motion:—On her lip, the ro.se 
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Hiis left itH sweetiiesH, (for what bee to kis8 I) 
Ainl from th<‘ <larkenui'; Heaven of her e^es, 
A starry Spii’it looks out:—Can it be Love ? 


99.— Mmic* 

Now Music feedeth on the silent air,-— 

Lilvi* Ocean, who upon the mooiili^ht shores 
Of lone Sigujuin, steals with murnuiring noise,— 
Devouring the briglit sands ajnl purple slopes, 
And so, content, retires :—Vet music leaves 
Her soul upon the silence, and our hearts 
Hear, and for ever lioard those golden stmuds, 
And reproduce them sweet in after hours. 


100 .—Tfie Tovm, 

The Town ! wliat is there in tho Town, to lure 
Our household <lreams away from the fresh flowers? 
Is not the Town a monster, ravenous 1 
Fierce ? hydra-headed \ fed by peasants’ strength I 
D(‘ek’d out with plunder of the fields ? along 
Whose limbs of stone ainl marble arteries, 
Tnnumei*ous emmets crawl, till they sink down 
Dead with excess of feasting ? 


101 .—Spechnen of a Caxkdier, 

Her father leaned, from tb’ first, to Cromwell's side, 
And was a rank ainl stern rcpublicai^ : 

Hut mine was a Cavalier,—one of those Spirits 
Born in all ages for the help*of thrones ; 

A careless fellow, somewhat poor id virtue, 

WIiosc blazing honour lit a stormy life, 

That spent its latest puff in loyalty. 

I fe followed tlie first Charles, and fought at Woi’cectep 
Faced death and danger ; saw his master die j 
And after sought his son. He was the life 
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0* the banished court; laugliM, danced, and pln)ed 
o’ the cittern ; 

And, when he (lied, left me a liandsoiue sword ; 

Two suits of silk, a sentence for tlic king, 

(In my behalf) ; and then set out (Mi liis journey, 

To make good friends with Heaven’s courtiers. 


102 .—A Publican and hi$ Onsfoiturs. 

We publicans, sir, ever Mved on the edge 
Of other secrets. ’Tis our stock in tnuie, 

To know what’s doing in our neiglihour’s house. 

And deal’t out with our liquor. Some few r<»gues 
With sun.scorched checks come here, ’tis true, for 
nought 

But to calm their stomachs with plain provender : 

But choice Spirits love to mingle with their wine 
Novelties,—scandal ! llathcr than be dnmh, 

They’ll gossip of th.emselves. There’s .Justice Bolster 
Ihsclnu’gea him of all his w<‘altli of wonis 
Here, sir,—in this poor room ! 'riiore’s not a ease 
Of note, but lie’s its master. From the tliouglits 
Of ministers, to actions at the assize,— 

From a ’scaped murderer to a vagrant cat, 

Nought can escape. Oil, sir, he is a jewtd ; 

And doth absorb my beer like summer sand ! 


103,r-^ Petnuh'h, 

Do I not know 

That gentle blood (press’t down howe’er you will,) 
Will moun* and make tire world look gravely at it. 
Dost deem that aught can hide in beggjir rags 
*-A heart so bold as mine ? Have I not seen 
The sea come tumbling on our heails, and laughed! 
The lightnings on the line singe ships to ashes ? 
Heard the wolves howling on my track ? and felt 
Tl^at camiibals clustered round my hiding-place I 
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llavo 1 not stood on Ktiiu, when she shot * 

Her fiery rivers 'gainst the aftViglited elouds? 

Ainl droiun'st thou aught of c<uuniuii danger now 
Shall daunt me i'mn my way ! 


104.— 

A. Who, save Man, 

E’er r<‘ckons on to-morrow ? or dreads (h^ath ? 

Ji. Ueatli! what isdeatli,—atwliose pale picture men 
Shako, and the blood grows cvld i Is he one thing 1 
Dream 1 Sim^tance ? Shadow I or is Death more 
vague,— ^ ■ 

Made up many fears, which band togotlier 
And overthrow tlic soul ?—Give me reply ! 

Is Death so terrible ? Why, we do know 
Philosophy, Religion, Eame, llevonge, 

Despair, Ambition, Shame, all coii<iuer it. 

The Sohlier who doth face it every day,— 

The feathered Savage, and the Sailor, tossing 
All night upon the loose uncertain de<‘p, 

Laugli it to scorn. The lish, the bird, the brute, 
(Though each doth apprehend the sense of pain,) 
Never dread death. It is a weakness bred 
Only in man. Methinks, if we buihl up 
Our proud Distinction, sole supremacy. 

Upon so slight foundation as our fears, ^ 

Our fame may totter. « • 


105 .—Niyht Tlioug/tis,^ 

’Tts night,—still night I Tlie^ murmuring world lies 
still! , 

All tliings which are lie stiil and whisper not: 

The owl, the bat, the clock which strikes the Hour, 
And sumnY>ns forgetful man to think of Heaven, 

The midnight cricket on the ashy hearth, 

Are i^uiet,—dumb! Hope, Fear, lie drown’d in dreams; 
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And Conscience, cjilinci* than a baViy's breath, 
Mui’dei*8 the heart no more. Who j;oes ? ’Tis nouglu, 
Save the binl Kcho, who comes b.ack to me, 

Afxaid o* the silence. Love ! art thou asleep \ 

Itose o* the night, on whom the soft dew lies,— 
Here come 1, Sweet, mocking the nightingale, 

T») sing of cinllesH love, passionate pain, 

And wishes that know no rest! 


106 .—^fufc Sorrow the most pov'rful. 

Let not thy tale tell but of stormy sorrows! 

She—who was late a maid, but now doth lie 
In Hymen’s bosom like arose grown pale, 

A sad sweet wedded wife—why is skeleft 
(hit of the story ? Are gewd deetls,—great griefs, 
That live, but ne’er complain—nought ? What are 
teal’s 1 

Tletnoi’se,—deceit,—at host weak water drops, 

Wliich wash out the bloom of sorrow. 


107.— Fhivm. 

We have left, behind us, 
The riches c.'thc meadows,—and now come 
To visit the virgin Primrose where she dwells, 
’Midst harebells and tlic wild-wofxl hyacinths. 

’Tis here she keeps her court. Dost see yon hank 
The sun is kissing I Near,—go near ! f(»r there, 
(’Neath those 'broad leaves, amidst you stragglii 
grasses,) ' 

Immaculate odohrs from the violet 

Spring up for ever ! fiiko sweet thoughts that come 

Winged 'flom the maiden fancy, and fly off* 

In music to the skies, and there are lost, * 

These evcr-stcaming odours seek the sun, 

^nd fade in the light he scatters. 
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108 .—A Lover^s Irrmhition, 

My heart is in:\<l:—why not my brain ? Oh, witcn 
That flaming Hymen now would qm'ncJi Jiis torch, 
<Ir Hate, betwixt thy fool and thee, would set 
Houblc divorce for ever ! Shall I I 
f cannot quit her: but,—like men who mock 
Tlie voice of thunder, tarry until—1 die ! 

Sliall I not go I —1 will not; tlumgh the tongues 
Of eluding virtue rail me str^t to stone. 

Here will i*stand,—a statue, fixed and firm, 

Hefore the fiery altar of iny love, 

Hoth worshijqjer and martyr. 


109.— UsiJm Ff-ar, 

0. Tiikrk is a gloomy prophet at my ear : 

He wbispers,—sad and low. 

F. Tusli ! Shake him off. 

The shadow that each ill sends forward, ever 
Is larger than the ill. When that the thing 
You dread comes near, and you can measure it, 
Tfien ruftie up thy (\mrage.—till if stands 
’Tween thee and danger, like a (thampion ! 

Wait, till the peril come ; then boldly look at *t, 

• 

• • 

] 10 .—A tranaknt TJtovyhU 

SoMRTiMKS a dark Tbonglit cro.e.s('d 
My fancy, like? tin* sidleii bat that Hi*s 
Athwart the melancholy inoqn at eve. 

» 

111 .—Reproof to one who has no e^r. 

Jj, I iEE small difference 
'Tween one sound and its next. All seem a-kin. 
And run on the same feet, ever. 
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/, Peace! Tliou want’st 
One lieavouly sense, and speak’st in ignorance. 

Secst thou no ditfering shadows, which <livi(le 
Tlie rose and poppy ? ’Tis the same with sounds. 
There’s not a minute in the round of time, 

But’s hinged with different music. In tiuit small space, 
Between the tbougiit and its swift utterance,— 

Ere silence buds to sound,—the angels listening 
Hear infinite varieties of song ! 

An<l they who turn the lightning-rapid spheres, 

Have flow'u au evening’s journey! 


112 .—Griefs fantadical. 

NoTIII^G can vie with Sorrow iii excess : 

Hope's gay, and Fear is strange, and .loy grows wild ; 
Yet each hath shows of reason. Grief alone 
Amidst her pomp is high fantastical. 


11.3.— Th'cnms, 

As Drbam is the Soul Sleep ; and, when it strays 
From its dark caverns in the inmost hvain, 

'rin*n Sleep is dead :—But it returns, and then 
The corp.se awakens,—lives,—is horn again— 

Ji. Then dp-'am must be some God— 

A. I’faith, I k;H)w not. 

’Tis a strange fellow in a night-cap, sir, 

And at times a very wild soinnaiiibulist. 


114 .—Agp dovhU-sighted, 

Let no one judge >he worth of life, save ho 
‘ Whose h<»ad is white with time The youthful Spirit, 
Set on the edge o’ the worl<l, liath but one sight, 

And looks for beauty in tlie years to come ; 

But Age, like double-fronted Janus, gazes 
A^l ways, and ponders wisely on the past. 
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115.— Philo.^oplitrs human. 

You brapj, mctliinlts, somewhat too inucli o( late, 
Of your Uimp-Ht philosophy. Cue bite 
Of a mad cat—(no more than hills a tailor,) 

Will put an end to ^t, and your dreams together. 


116.— 

, . . Mrthinks, 

There *s something lonely in the state of kings ! 
None dare come near them. As the eagle, ])oised 
Upon his sightless throne in opj)er air, 

Scares gentler birds away, so kings (cut off 
hYom human kindred, by (he curse of j»owcr,) 

Are shunned and live alone. Who dare come near 
Tile region of a king \ There is a wall 
(Invisilde indeed, yet strong and high,) 

Which fences kings from close approach of men. 
They live respected—oh, that cheat ‘respect! ’ 

As if the homage which abases others 
Could comfort liim that lias’t. Alone,—alone ! 
Prisoned in ermine and a velvet chair. 

Shut out from hope, {the height being all attained,) 
Yet touched by terrors,—what can so^th a king I 

t • 


\\1,^Revenge, 

Let loose your strength, blasts of tHe burning zone ! 
J(»in all, and scorch him wi^Ji a blistering plague I 
Rain damps upon Ids bones ! Sc 2 W<l all his brain, 

Till he go mad. Stay,—stop! I'll have him bound 
Fast to a Irozcn rock, till piercing winds ^ 

Stiffen Ikis heart to ice. He shall endure 
The teiTible extremes of cold and fire, 

For he himself was ever pitiless. 

T 2 
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118.— J^alnrc of a, Jliipocliomlria^. 

Tubke sUa lie, with his arms across liis heart, 
And melancholy eye lids like the Dawn, 

When she (the sun beiii" yet unseen) doth gaze 
Coldly upon the wet and IVozen llowers. 


119.--/i?y/m/Vy lies in the MhuK 

Wk do what we desire. ’Tis not the ainon.^ 

Fail wljen we falfer, hut the infirm tliought. 

Tims tile bald llonian, who trod down tlie world, 
Unto his shiuMering pilot cried,— WJiat far'* 
Tkou> carvlest CV’wtr/”—Dare,—and it is dune 1 


120 .—An ancient Pile, 

Look strai."lit before you. Tims,—as now' you see it, 
Yon pile b.ith stood, in all its stony 8ii*on<;tli, 

'rhrough centuries forgotten, litiinous Time, 

The outrageous Thunder, and all wasting storms 
Have striven to drag it down ; yet, atifl it stands, 
Enduring like a Truth,—from age to age. 


121.— T^he Ejcnffgcrntion of Orkf. 

A, And this is all a fiction t 

B. Ay, ’tis tlms ‘ 

Men shadow out dio truth when they arc sad. 
They say but ill, who tell ,us that Grief Kp<*ak.s 
In houseliold phra‘ es. Friend, she is a <jueen, 
Palo Tnigi'dy by name, wlio sears our brain, 

Until it fasliioiis forth fantastic shapes, 

Unnatui'al to the eye which hath no teaifi. 

But seen through those, arc true like otlier things 
Which misty di.-^taneo \eil.s and magnifies. 
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122 .—A PnWm's Dishimour. 

SiiK was a princess,—but slie foil; and now 
lier shame goes blushing through a line of kings ! 


125.—J DcHiKmtc Mun» 

Yot walk h,v <lay : 

/ with the negro, Night!—When all is dark, 

Tile sick moon uh^ 0 Ilt, and tiie stars all hi<l, 

We cui*sc t(jgether,—curse all slnules of men, 

Like bi'olhers in one great calamity. 

Ani 1 not shorn of beams ? Ts not my fate 
lllack ? starless \ sunless X Win n ’vvarin airs come down 
From Heaven, wbat know ! of llie lh>\verv times I 
What of abundant harvest hours ?— nought, nought I 
I’m cold ; 1 hn hard. The wolf, who has no mate, 
And scarce a meal, and ’h forced to howl all night 
His hunger to Siberian snows, doth Hno 
ill a world too bleak for pity :—So do 1. 

/ am a wolf,—who pnrwl all night for prey, 
Desperate, remorseless ! 


I'U.^SuilabU ^^uslc^ ® 

; • 

A. Tiiou lov’dst this light and dancing music once! 

7i. That was when (“arih was (piiet; now ’tis mud. 
Light music fits light times :—Dnl, when w'ild Ocean 
does bellowing to the moon, or tUngS'lier hair, 

All white with wrath, upon the moaning sands,— 
When winds come nuittering, and tko thickoniiig Night 
(Irows solemn witli alarm, as from its den 
Some Kartlujiiake, dragon-eyed, lifting its h«ad, 

Looks re^<leiiing on us from the inner wovld|— 

Then love 1 mUjUty music I 
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125. —A Tendn Voice. 

Her voice is soft; not shrill and like the lark’s, 
Hut tenderer,—i^raver,—uhn<*st hoarse at times ; 
As thouj;!! the earnestness ot love prevailed, 

Aud quelled all shriller music. 


126.—A Fancy. 

I’ve sometimes thought that I could shooi, me down 
Unto the mud<ly bottoms of the sea, 

And hold my breath there,—’till, midst stones audshclls, 
And jewels yet unborn, and riches sleeping, 

I tore up Fortune by In . jjoldeii hair, 

And grew a God on earth. 


127 .—A Young AUviCs Opinion of Age, 

Bid me not trust her hoary parent’s smile I 
1 cannot; for I road foul falsehoods there. 

Oh, Guzman ! Pity never wore gray hairs; 

But died in ’ts youth !—Trust m.t a furrowed brow : 
For Time digs pits where hate and cunning sleep; 
And sixty winter wimls can ne'er pas^ by, 

And leave th(#heart still warm Ago is a grave ; 
Where Kindn?-sst| and (jindl’d Passion, and mute Love, 
Lie, hand in hand, cold,—dead,—perhaps foi'gotten ! 


12d .—A Sctplkin Virtue, 

OrR blood will be.ar no lesson. All men know 
That Job was patient-tliat adulterous Sin, 

^Writes U‘*U upon our forehea«ls-tliat tliieves’ necks 
Are forfeit t(» tlie grave aiicl frowning Law : 

Yet who U chaste, unlehs liis veins be cold ? 

Who calm, if tempted ? Wlio that wants, is honest! 
WNio lives, from mitred Pope to ragged mouk, 
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That's virtuous all for virtue ? Tush, not one? 
^Tlie mild and passionate are the same in this. 
Soinetiincs a lure more potent bids man swerve 
From the first sin, and turn to durUer thoii^jhts : 
Sometimes lie dotli delay the aceomplishinent,— 
But that's for weiglitirr jdcasuro; or he ’» driven 
Back, by pale fear or cunning policy ; 

But ne’er bribed by poor Virtue. 


129 .—Slander of Women, 

m 

OiuL TiiRYsay the devilSimkedid temptthe Woman! 
But—ha, ha !—who—who tempted him to tempt ? 

Give me good answer there! Why, Hildas the Wtnnan! 
The Fiend had somewhat whi(b. did stir his bleod, 

(If blood be bad,) some sting—some appetite. 

The love of evil ? Well, what caused the love ^ 

What was’t that first begot the insjiiie touch, 

Which crept amidst his bright and rancorous scales ? 
What sight? or sound? or dream? ’Twas $hc —the 
Woman ! 

Still doth sne act the serpent with our hearts : 

Still doth she twine her ’round our hopes ; and kill, 
With venomous looks, and words as sliarp as deatli, 
All the world’s pleasure I 
Jac, They are constant to us— 

Giul. Tliey arc as constant to their (Jianging blood. 
As the wild billow to the mounting n%on I 
No furtlicr. TTicy come on ,—swelling with ruin, 

And overtake the quiet soul of ma^. 


130 .—No Love tohe despised. 

lol. I iaugli at thy base verse. ^ 

Jul. That is not well. 

You should have mercy on my desperate pain. 
Disdain'st thou I Well,—so be it I 1 will love 
Througli all misfortune ,* even through thy disdain.* 
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I Ve steiven—for years—against this frightful woe, 
Though thou didst never know’t. The lonely Niglit 
Has soon me wander midst her silent hours, 

Darker than they, with iiiy too gi*eat despair ; 

And the r^joer rhymes, whicli then do'-t acorn so much, 
Were dug out of my heart 1—ay, forced, at tinny's. 
Through burning, blinding tears! Dost thou despise 
A love like this ? A lady should not scorn 
One soul tliat loves her, howe’er lowly it he. 

Love is an ofToriug of the whole heart, Ma<lam, 

A sacrifice of all that poor life hatii; 

Ami he who gives his ‘ all,*—whate’er tha* be, 

Gives greatly,—and deserreth no one’s scorn ! 


131.—A Lwer of Sentiment. 

G-hl. Siik’s proud; but she’s a woman, and sliall be 
Thine own—dost hear I—thine own ! 

Jac. l:lstremaduran ! 

If novo thou mock'st me, thou had’st better pull 
The binning sky upon thee ! 

Giul. Listen to mo. 

She’s not (proud as slie seems) all arrogance. 

I know that she at times will sigh,—and weep: 

Tangle blue love-knots; and sing out, by night, 

The painfullcst ditties—ha, ha, ha ! 

Jac. Great^ady! 

Ganst thou be sail ?—then I forgive thee all I 

Ghd, Immedicable fool! Sickness can’t cure thee. 
Jac. Oh, Giulio, Griulio ! while a sand is falling, 

We turn from hate to pity. I, who late 
Abhorr’d the crimsoning pride upon her cheek, 

Now read in it a different hist«)ry. 

Urge me no more. Henceforth I am her friend. 




